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Michelle Kalas 

Initiation 

His body shifted shape. The forms spiraled out of him. Snail 

birth, leaf bud, spider sack, sticky, sticky green. Things that spread, 

move, stuck to the dark soil these things come to be. Creation is power 

over each cell, the wheel of all life. He changes for the pleasure of 

incarnation. Like a sway dancer, a foot pounder, ground smelling be¬ 

ing. Arms out, palms up, calling, moaning. The shapes twine around 

me. This is the sweetest ecstasy I know. Sap slowly running down a 

tree, moving over crumbled dry bark. Picking up as it goes along, and 

tumbling drops, glowing dirty. Crushed leaves and twigs growing rank. 

The fronds, the leaves, the hands, webs, scents. Something is being 

here tonight. 

The circle has power. There is a shifting and stretching of 

time. There is a movement forming. Down around. Over roots, under 

branches. My body is one vein, threading through them. A face ap¬ 

pears faint then harsh across the web of motion. He asks if I am ready 

to join his dance. I move in big bold spins through terror and beauty 

and pleasure and ache. He is nourished by the rhythm of this sound, 

my body pounding the soil going straight to his roots. A sound swirl¬ 

ing through space and creating the universe. Changing shape, becom¬ 

ing life. There is a name I sometimes call out into the dark. Murmur¬ 

ing, falling, sinking deep. It is a desire so old. 
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Jen Fisher 

Blue 

What is the saddest shade of blue? 

the monochromatic spectrum 

that is the circle of life 

from periwinkle dawns 

to cobalt nights of restless 

dreaming 

what color blue is the 

heaviness of a moment 

when he took her hand 

in a different way 

than he used to 

it’s not the same as the blue 

of her eyes tonight 

or the blue of the waters 

that kept them apart 

Blue is the hottest fire 

when passion is fueled by 

true love 

Blue is the blood of the one 

you held so holy 

Blue was the sky’s stately robe 

the day she died 

Blue was the way 

she danced 

like a river in my mind 

like water and love and music and time 

each moving to its own 

graceful blue 
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Sara Du Sablon 

Shapes of You 

Give my heart to a dragonfly 

Because, 

Like gardens 

There are fairy-tales, such things 

In the cold. 

And it is easier 

To give love these shapes; 

The bones of 

Fantastic angels and roses; 

Soft ciphers of light 

On a butterfly’s sun-heavy wings 

And water like flame 

Beneath the sky. 

What is hard is now, 

In the cold 

Love in the shapes 

Of you; all life 

Too real for a brittle world 

Too real, too much hurt 

For silence resounds here 

With words; all chaotic shapes 

And the broken utterances say 

I am real--I am real-- 

But I am not for you-- 

And you, in your incredible 

And your dear shapes 

Walk away. 

And if I could, I would hate you. 
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James G. Poulos 

bootheels 

yawning clouds blast the sky 

the flat sky 

mouths wrenched open in an airless scream 

the ashen colonnades 

time will forgive our factory sins 

things are moving at a better pace 

rail service keeps the people moving 

must keep the people moving keep 

your hands 

off the third rail please 

we would hate to have to send someone 

to clean you up 

to scrape you off a plastic road 

at three in the morning on a Sunday 

a light breeze flavored copper 

one cup (black) in the morning 

seeing (but not looking) out the window hair 

waves in the grain like wind through smokestacks 

cobblestone graced with kissing tiny mouths / acid and tiredness 

the worn faces of old statues 

before tramlines and brick rusted castles houses 

hammers for feet and pillowheads 

sit up straight sir face the front of the motorcar 

bowler hats and oranges, authority may confuse you but 

it’s still better than if you just confuse yourself, face forward 

leg forward, leg back it’s second nature 

the same small button 365 times over again 

leg forward 

out in the dead air echoless clocking footsteps 

another rail-station fills and swells and empties again and the 

march of the 

bootheels down in the alleys (out in the leveled courtyard) 

the workers are coming home. 
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Chloe Estrera 

Boxing 

A mammoth hums, reveals the form 

a heavyweight boxing black man 

dancing like elephants on the Serengeti Plain 

that is Las Vegas. People are yelling 

at him, at his opponent, a slicker, smoother 300-pound 

ballerina better at the Tchaikovsky of Ali moves. 

A hook, a punch and a plie chin to the shoulder fix 

his eyes on the man prancing free verse Spanish tango. 

Shooting the elephant lapsed two hours 

before the wrinkled patterned softness of its belly 

decrescendoed breathing rising in his chest as slowly up 

as it did down, complementing quick growing heaves 

of tears in the boxer’s eyes 

crumpled like water buffalo 

whose corpses shrivel flaccid on the Serengeti Plain 

pleating into sobbing fits and becoming a boy again, 

too spent to hit back. 
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Kim Clayton 

A Design 

I admit, I’m curious 

about a man’s design 

of skin pulled taut 

like a quilt in the making, 

stitched with hair and muscle, 

sewn with sinew. 

I’d like to trace the topography of needlepoints: 

the tips of incisors and the tops of knuckles— 

and make a road map complete with speedbumps: 

the calluses, the big toes, and chin. 

My fingernails would travel past unshaven cheeks 

rough as a neglected street, 

past the pothole 

at the base of your throat 

towards the one at your navel. 

When I get hungry 

I will take a bite of Adam’s apple, 

and when I’m thirsty, 

I will drink from your mouth. 

Above us, I will imagine crayola yellow suns 

and paper moons cut and pasted 

on to a construction paper sky 

as my hands make the journey 

to the hair just above your neck 

and impress your design 

upon mine. 
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Mathew Goldberg 

Chance Encounter at Hoover Dam 

One moment I was reading, and the 

next I was beholding 

her and I waltzing 

innocuously along the ropes 

before I reached her in the artery 

where we descended down the dark 

cavern, running our hands along 

the slimy rocks running and twisting 

legs burning 

and myself yearning 

to play the scales on her back, 

to breathe a tuning note through our pathway 

and open her sluice gate 

by touching those two brown scabs 

on her back with my fingers— 

What a perfect fit: 

the cylinder writhing against the turbine 

feeding the woolly mammoth transformers 

yearning and descending 

ready to declare my love for all women 

until I lost her 

in the stark (130°C) height of the observation deck 

where my camera needed four shots 

to capture my entire dam 

which still held 

me muted 

with The Sound and the Fury rolled up 

in my back pocket. 
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James G. Poulos 

from Chikken Bones, or The Bitter Element 

5 connotations 

Mrs. Campbell did not realize that A Street had moved on and left her 

behind. The A Street of her youth was a gorgeous place, rimmed with 

freshness and the crisp chafe of the sea breeze lilting its way into the 

windows, without bars, facing toward the beach. Then, the shimmer¬ 

ing glass monoliths jutting erect from the granulated center of the 

city, the Cluster, is what they came to call it, were altogether absent; 

only a few tottering but newish brick buildings that housed the print¬ 

ers and the publishers poked humbly up into the sky. People kept up 

their lawns. The stray dogs were cute and friendly, not the mangy, 

disease-ridden curs that shambled through the streets these days. Those 

dogs would lick your hand and take cookies if you gave them, which of 

course you did, because this was A Street and everybody was friends. 

Well, that wasn’t exactly true. 

Everybody knew each other. 

Everybody knew Chester Haight. Everybody, aptly, hated Mr. Haight. 

He was a bad, shameless man. He beat his son. He beat him so hard 

that he had to be pulled from the loving arms of the Haight family and 

thrown sterilized into the Sheffield Correctional Institute, which back 

then was called simply SHEFFIELD ASYLUM. That was before the 

word “asylum” carried with it what Mrs. Shelia Campbell thought of 

as connotations. It was a big word, one of the biggest she knew, and 

she used it often, whenever she could. When she turned thirty that 

year, she told her friends that she didn’t like those over-the-hill birth¬ 

day cards. They had all sorts of mean connotations. Few people on A 

Street remembered Sheila Campbell’s thirtieth birthday for that re¬ 

mark; but they remembered, those who still walk the earth, that date 

for what happened to the Haight residence. 

On Sheila’s birthday, March 14, Chester Haight took to his 

wife and beat her to death right out on their front lawn. Only, that 

wasn’t quite right. It started on the front lawn. 

It ended in the street. 

This event was of particular interest to Sheila. It’s not every day that 

your neighbor yells (oh, that was a good one) through the window that 

hey, Miss Campbell, your sister’s in the street and the bad car’s win¬ 

ning. Such nonsense says ill about your family background. Such 

things carry terrible connotations. 

Ricky Yelle was just tall enough to look over the edge of the 

windowsill. He had to strain, crunching his toes and mashing his 
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neck against the little ledge there, but even at five years old he under¬ 

stood that some things must be done now. 

Telling Miss Campbell about the thing going on out on the 

Haight’s front lawn had to be done right now. 

6 the slick bomber’s last ride 

Ricky had never seen anything like it in his young life before...but he 

knew, with the quick nameless recognition of youth, that it was bad. 

He had seen the fight start from through his bedroom window. 

He was playing with his small metal cars, yes, real metal, none of this 

plastic garbage, these were holdovers from the eighties, when toy cars 

were still made out of the same stuff as the real things. His favorite 

was a bright red (and slightly chipped) version of Kent Trespass’ stunt 

car, The Slick Bomber. The Slick Bomber was what his mother called 

a “funny car,” mostly because the top of the little racer could be lifted 

up on a hinge and partially because in very small strokes of peach- 

colored paint a topless lady was displayed on the side of Kent Tres¬ 

pass’ stunt car, and she had no desire to make this apparent to Ricky. 

Ricky, the clever lad, had her beat on that one. He had noticed the 

girl five months ago. 

At the time of the problems in the Haight’s, The Slick Bomber was 

coming out on top of a ruthless demolition derby, fighting tooth and 

nail with Plastichead. Plastichead was a peculiar addition to Ricky’s 

collection; it was a black Rolls-Royce miniature, with a small plastic 

man seated in the driver’s seat. This man was plain for the eye to see, 

because the Rolls-Royce was a convertible. Around his head he wore 

a pair of snug goggles that the manufacturer had seen fit to paint a 

perfunctory brown. Plastichead’s hair seemed swept back in a rakish 

style, forever blowing behind him as he raced across Ricky’s bedspread. 

Above his almost indistinguishable mouth, a thin toothbrush mus¬ 

tache was painted. Plastichead grinned like Teddy Roosevelt. Charac¬ 

teristics such as these usually compel young boys to adopt the car as 

their favorite...but for Ricky, something just didn’t sit right with 

Plastichead. It was those goggles. They turned his eyes into blank 

orbs, they transformed him from a charismatic race car driver to an 

impersonal...plastichead. And so it was The Slick Bomber that was 

winning, and Plastichead who was destined to put up a good but 

crooked fight before tumbling off the edge of the bed and into the 

loser’s pit. He had run out the scenario at least twenty times before in 

the arena, cars angling around the pillows and clipping each other’s 

fenders roguishly. 

Today was different. As if piloted by some alien force, Ricky’s 

Plastichead-hand drove the black Rolls square into the passenger’s- 

side door of The Slick Bomber. A dull clink announced the impact, 
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followed by a series of tink-tink noises. Ricky’s head bobbed up out of 

reflex. Someone was at the window of the Haight’s house. It looked a 

lot like Mrs. Haight. Slowly, she sank to her knees, face pressed 

against the glass. The tink-tink noises were coming from her finger¬ 

nails, tapping slowly on the glass as she slid. 

But that’s not right, Ricky thought. The word he was looking 

for was surreal. Mrs. Haight was too far away. 

With a feeling of sick, unplaceable unease, Ricky stuck a fin¬ 

ger up into his nose, and his eyes would not drop down to the cars. 

Ricky hummed the melody to “Strawberry Fields Forever,” and his 

eyes would not drop down to the cars. Somewhere something slipped 

a cog in his bladder, almost spelling death to his pants and his com¬ 

forter, but with a racking, shocking spasm, the necessary muscles 

clamped up, leaving him dry. It hurt. And at last he broke the 

dreamlike gaze that nailed his eyes to the living room window of the 

Haight’s house. 

Ricky looked down at his cars. The Slick Bomber lay on its 

side, rear wheels spinning. It was injured. Across the door, a dent 

slashed like a living shadow. It passed through the naked lady painted 

under the window. She stared out vacantly, just as she always had, 

but now it seemed as if she searched the horizon desperately for 

help. ..help, because the blood red of The Slick Bomber’s paint job glared 

in a gash through her breasts. As if parading in victory, Plastichead 

rested jauntily on a lump in the sheets. 

Across his mouth, a grinning banner, was a swath of red paint. 

Plastichead had won, for the first time in history. 

Like the voice of God, a great buckling shotgun-sound grabbed the 

world and squeezed. 

Ricky flew to the window with the crazy premonition, even as 

he felt the floodwaters break free and spread darkly down from his 

crotch. 

Outside: the shotgun-sound was the noise that the Haight’s door made 

when Chester’s hatchet knocked the four center boards out in little 

puffs of toothpicks. At the end of the hatchet clung Chester’s hands, 

and then his arms, rippling, and then Mr. Haight himself, head torqued 

completely around in an obscenely owlish gesture, eyes bulging behind 

their Lennon-style glasses, and Ricky supposed dully that Mr. Haight 

used one of his legs to kick his own door out onto the porch, because a 

second later a battered pile of lumber crumpled itself up against the 

Haight’s old rocker. 

Mr. Haight called for his wife. 

Inside: Ricky Yelle feels his hands slide down the windowpane, leav¬ 

ing clear finger-treads on either side of the mad photograph that was 

the Haight’s house. 

Now The Slick Bomber will execute an amazing Triple Car 
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Jump, a loud voice in his head says. Ricky watches. 

Outside: Shelby Haight flies through the door as if propelled by some 

giant hand. Her arms wave out in front of her, alien, as if warding off 

a colorized George Romero zombie. The sunlight winks off of her eyes, 

watery and crystalline. She skitters to a halt at the end of the porch, 

executing an amazing 360-degree twirl before her husband can even 

raise the hatchet again, and thrusts out her neck to shout: 

“Chester, it’s only a novel!” 

Little beads of spit leap from the corners of her mouth as she 

does. 

Chester replies by lodging the head of his hatchet in the near¬ 

est wooden support holding up the overhang. More toothpicks dance 

away. One of them flitters into Shelby’s eye, and she twitches down to 

flick it out in reflex. Had she not, her husband’s second swing would 

have passed through her as well as the support. 

“HOW CAN YOU READ THAT—” was what Ricky hears Mr. 

Haight say, before the wood support give way to the hatchet, snapping 

with a brittle crack, and the overhang that juts out from the roof 

sloughs down in one warped and creaking sheet, bringing the curtain 

down on both the Haights. 

Inside: Ladies and Gentlemen, Plastichead is Down but not Out. 

Outside: Chester Haight jitters up from the wreckage like a strung 

puppet. He brings the hatchet back in a wide, looping arc. Suddenly, 

painfully, the world is silent. 

Inside: Ricky Yelle feels his feet leave their appointed places on the 

floor before he even thinks about what he’s doing, about what terrible 

consequences he might be throwing himself into. Through the hall. 

The sticky chafe of his wet pants feels like liquid sandpaper, he feels 

like there’s a loud, bloated bug inside his head, buzzing, and he must 

get out now. 

Outside: Shelby Haight rises from the rubble of the overhang with all 

the determination of the dead. She rubs her wounded eye, ignoring 

the thick discharge, and leans against the wall of her house. Of their 

house. Theirs, and the book, the bright new novel scrawled out in a 

summer house and sent to a publishing house and mailed direct to one 

Mrs. Shelby Haight, who could perhaps very soon now make an unex¬ 

pected departure from the land of novel-reading, especially with the 

the hatchet coming down and around, as her husband flips his whole 

body around with his heel as a pivot, ready and fit to plant itself in the 

small of her back. 

“Chester, I’m tired," she says, and lets the hatchet take her. 
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Inside: And Ricky Yelle clears the front door, already open, somehow. 

Outside: Only after his wife is a dark shape thrown onto the street 

does Chester Haight realize the hatchet was turned around in his 

grasp. He clubbed her, with the blunt end, and that was all. With a 

dexterity that he never had, Chester spins the hatchet in his left hand 

so that the business end is aimed in the right direction. And he steps 

down the stairs. 

Ricky, at Miss Campbell’s window, not to be confused with the former 

Miss Campbell, now nearly the former Mrs. Haight. He can see her 

inside, a shadowy nothing-figure, an animated painting, she walking 

across the room with a wicked broom in her hand. He screams, a 

desperate throaty ugly noise coming from his own throat, screaming 

for Miss Campbell’s sister, yes, but screaming harder, yes even harder, 

for his own self, for the spinning, wall-eyed wheels of The Slick Bomber 

and the gash running across the nude lady, and for some thin weak 

defense against the boring, tunneling goggled eyes of the man in the 

driver’s seat, the man who operates a convertible Rolls in some places 

and a hatchet in others. 

Even before she makes it all the way to the window, walking 

with a gummy floating slowness, hand held out 

(pointing pointing behind him behind him) 

like she’d been picking daisies out of the corner of her room, he 

can hear the gristly, dull slap behind him, the scrape of metal on old 

pavement, he can hear the crunching galloping steps in the grass; he 

can see the towering shadow build itself up in the window, a blot on 

the sky, swallowing the sun, the long projected protrusion rising up 

like a tottering pile of jabbering head-crazy fear— 

He drops to his knees, and feels himself turn. 

Mr. Chester Haight is a monolith, a featureless block cut from 

the fabric of space, a hole where part of Ricky’s world used to be. And 

the words come, socketed and empty: 

“You can think it's about the book, and you can think it’s about 

her. You can think it’s about me, and you can draw all the pictures 

and diagrams that you want. But what it’s really about, my dear boy, 

is today’s big question: how much of your life is yours? What happens 

when the best things turn out wrong? What happens—” 

And the hatchet came down. 
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Paula Posas 

Martin, Hemingway, SC 
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Mia L. Geisinger 

Courting the Rooster 

Tongues of fingers licking at paper, 
folding words into 
origami kisses 

brightly colored 
paper-tiger passion. 

Come closer, she says, 
I want to smell the lie 

like bourbon, 
her breath in your kiss, 

stale air and sweet 
the curdled custard smell of 

lust 

This one, 
coyote howling at the moon 
above my bed 
a siren song. 

She, snake charmer, 
belly-dancer, 
evangelist, 
hypnotist, 

Come closer, she says, 
pacing outside the chicken coop 

courting the rooster. 
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Touched in the Head 

(as in, crazy) 

Kim Clayton 

Sugar, you got a mood on? 

Baby, I got something you won’t believe. 

What something is that? 

I got something that makes me jingle-jangle 

topsy turvy to the shake of my leg 

while sittin’ in class. 

I got a mood that makes me hide 

the twitch of my smile 

when I get asked to dance. 

(I don’t need to be asked; 

I do just fine myself.) 

Don't you want someone to dance with? 

Of course I do. 

But ain’t it so much better 

to pirouette without a partner? 

To waltz, first you gotta figure 

out the steps all by your lonesome. 

You got a point, a tango is 

for two. 

Girl, something is shakin you. 

Nothin’ is shakin’ me 

‘cept the laughter 

I reserve for special occasions. 

It’s best to make fun of oneself. 

Your something is makin you crazy. 

My something makes me leer 

at pretty boy magazines and inspect 

their pearly-white smiles, 

makes me drink the sight 

of each and every one of those beers 

on their six-pack bellies. 

I got a mood that makes me taste the sweat 

of R-rated movies 

and I got a little something something 

that gives a grin for free. 

Insane, touched in the head. What is in that head, anyway? 

(I’ll let you in on a little secret) 

Come on, I don’t have all day. 

I dance by myself 

I’m just horny little virgin 

I ain’t got nothing but a dream. 

Chicken. 

Unfortunate, ain’t it? 
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Paula Posas 

The Covered Dish, Gainesville, FL 

20 



Ellen Brenner 

Untitled 
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Martha Lyn Keller 

If I could walk with you 

in the summer 

down a busy street 

I would hold your hand 

one finger at a time 

and softly stroke your thumb 

with the edge of my own 

until 

you tightened vour grip 

and bent 

your elbow back a bit 

to pull me closer 

and then 

I would whisper 

something 

that (I knew) 

you could not hear 

so that you would 

bend down 

and say “what’s that?” 

but I would only 

move my lips 

until you pushed your ear 

within reach of my mouth 

and then I would 

run my hand 

across the upper rim of your back 

and hold your shoulder 

with the base of my palm 

and the tips of my fingers. 

And just before 

I leaned in, 

I would let my hand drop 

all the way down your spine 

and catch your hip 

to kiss you 

with the tip of my tongue 

and with my lips 
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and whisper “nothing”-audibly, 

until I saw you smile. 

Then I would know 

and you would know 

that we were not walking hand in hand 

down a busy street 

filled with too many cars 

and with too many people 

but that we had been somewhere else 

that we were someplace else 

together 

for a moment. 

And that would be enough. 
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Courtney Queeney 

Rush 

It always seemed so wrong to me 

that every spring, early 

you were so eager to plant flowers 

that died faithfully in your care. 

You would unload them from the car 

in proud rows like soldiers, 

plant them carefully in earth 

turned up by a spade 

and exclaim over the fragility 

of petals, the contrast of 

crimson against pale green. 

Concern lasted only 

until they grew wild and 

defiant of you, straying 

naturally to disorder. 

Was it a sense of betrayal, 

the lack of control, 

that caused your interest to 

wane? You lost them 

to the sun by mid-August. 

I never challenged this. 

It would be like me asking you 

Why did you bother to bring 

me into this life, if only to 

wear me away so completely? 

You were always unapproachable 

in these matters of light and dark, 

caught in the heady rush 

of creation. 
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Paula Posas 

Gossamers, Okeefenokee Swamp, GA 
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Chloe Estrera 

Fransisco D’Angelo Martinez 

In New York late night streets 

an angel begged her to his bed 

the jerk who screwed me stricken urged 

the man 

who she let screw 

oh. please, he said 

and followed to her room 

in seething touch in dark, and spilling warm 

a Tuesday, after work 

so all he had to do was touch her paling nape 

that triggered broken breathing, 

angel, you don’t have to 

ignoring that, he brushed her hair 

a twenties bob that bunched 

and mocked him with its authenticity 

him man, him taken to her, 

young, in clean 

like ebb of night at light of dawn 

in whitened rooms that paled like fair, 

her freckled skin 

on olive copper redness of himself 

In New York, the come was quick 

the angel left so fast. 
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Kathy Crutcher 

Breathless in Denial 

I am driving fast with the music loud and the sunroof open but 

not the windows cuz it blows my hair in m face not that I care about 

messing up my hair but I just don’t like it to be whipped by... 

my conscience poinding in my ears so I turn the music up 

louder and press the down farther and start to sing along while 

I flirt with the to my right who is obviously staring at my... 

eyes filling flood stage but refusing to break open because I 

just don’t do that even when I know that I have lost again lost again 

lost that thing which I held so dear before I... 

am flying up my driveway over the pothole and into my spot by 

the fence slamming the door and running in to escape those thoughts 

that were playing my head that always try... 

to look presentable for my parents who have no idea who their 

daughter is anymore because neither does she so I just turn up the 

music again on that song I like to dance to and my mom asks “why... 

do you turn up the music so loud—you can’t even hear yourself 

think when it’s that loud” and I reel around and start to choke on 

smothered sobs begging to scream out, “That’s exactly why.” 
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Lauren Jancaitis 

Dream Bath 
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Brian Bank 

POEM 

Yawns pass like tall trees 

falling in slow motion 

in tropical rainforests. 

Lids unfold in heavy curtains 

as wings grow from shoulder blades, 

feathers of sunburst leaves 

pointed like hot serrated silver 

on a backdrop of paper night, 

leaving tracks of fire in the sleepy sky, 

flames linger as the minutes die. 

This trail of cloudy blood 

was left for you to follow. 

But now it diffuses in the dark batter 

like a brown sugar staircase 

leading back to oven-baked blades of grass. 

And nodding, we sway—no dance 

together in a wood-burnt breeze 

until the leaves are no more than 

airborne ashes of brittle dreams. 

The man with a white cumulus beard 

is rolling cigars 90 miles above the cerulean cemetery. 

Stale grey cotton candy puffs from my eyes. 

The Ferris wheel inside is breaking down 

somewhere between the peak of its cycle— 

where the carnival appears 

like a colorful blanket to sprawl upon 

with a pillow of clouds in the rosy dawn— 

and before the end of the ride 

through a slushy night— 

that time to sleep and forget the dreams. 

So now it seems the hour to write 

...and now I have a minute to soar 

...an inky trail of seconds fall 

and cogs creak a whisper— 

I am no more. 
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Adam Bund 

Borges and the Yellow Socks 

We went canoeing at night with the French girl 

which was pleasant enough. 

Then, to her house, her room 

reeking of her...alone. 

We spoke of knives mirrors labyrinths and midnight buses to 

California 

and that was okay too. 

Between us lay soft yellow socks Borges and his other tiger 

(she is the other tiger) 

fried chicken sandwiches and pools of leftover grease 

(she says polio frito y el otro tigre). 

Soft Castillian Spanish 

carving into our space 

and then... 

(time fails me). 

She is laying on sinuous back: 

A silent sacrifice upon the solemn altar of tall children’s bunkbed. 

This is my history. 

Wooden castanets rest 

charged accidentally on outstretched hand. 

(the castanets are my hand) 

I caress scattered wisps of hair soft forehead expectant ears 

with hungry eyes 

Then too rough dirty hands 

(from night canoeing). 

Still, she defends against trembling castanet advances, 

wielding time-polished weapons of cruel ambivalence. 

My fragmented consciousness (beating waves along the living hairs 

of my arm) 

Dreams: her fingers clench over mine. 

Her Spanish sweater 

(smelling of animal) 

covered her lips 

though I longed to run my fingers across them slowly. 
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And then... 

(history escapes me) 

drained castanets fall silently into rumpled sheets. 

She gets up-too quickly. 

I stand still for lengthened minutes 

afraid to know, to see lines of unyielding back. 

“I can’t,” she says. 

She asks me to leave. 

(I can’t) 

She says things I we will never understand: 

“Yes...I am serious.” 

Then, in my car with Borges and the yellow socks 

I drive like a dream wraith on the tattered fringes of anxious sleep. 

Through faded suburban lawns and broken median strips 

confusing gas and brake 

I beat time into vicious irrelevance. 

Yellow socks and Borges 

(though treasured) 

do not fill the husk. 

Sweat soaked and beating dully in the moist dawn air 

...I left. 
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Suzanne Kurtzer 

Yellow Springs, OH 
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Tonya R. Mead 

A Winter When... 

Children race down glistening streets with wet shoes. 

Breathless and laughing, they tumble in the snow 

under sunlight’s golden showers. 

The odor of burnt cedar drifts on crisp tendrils of smoke 

from chimneys exhaling like the smokestacks of trains. 

They roll towards unknown destinations, these trains, 

with human hands reaching through their ribs while they belch 

smoke. 

Prodded from the cars like cattle, the women cling together naked 

in the showers. 

Outside, from the chimneys of fiery furnaces, flesh falls in cinders 

like gray snow, 

until all that remains are piles upon piles of ownerless shoes. 

33 



R. Jackson Pai'rish 

Harvest 

Tend the Harvest 

What once the glorious mission was 

To doubtful task 

To eternal Curse. 

This is my garden. 

The flower that once bloomed 

full, withered reality 

death and reborn this weed. 

And the kudzu my crop. 

Thus it is the nature of 

The spirit of Adam 

to me 

to life. 
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Rhett Iseman 

Last Word 

There is nothing between the sky and me 

But so much between this body and the ground: 

Windows I would pass on the way down, 

Some businessman looking up from his phone call 

To see a blur he wouldn’t know was me 

Until the sirens came to still the typing fingers, 

Stop the morning traffic, remind the city of its pulse. 

This is for Matt Parker who called me fat 

In seventh grade; for the doctor who 

Said I would always fall below the growth curve; 

For the girl who stole my seat in calculus; 

For Mom and Dad who will have to look 

Back through the photo albums, remove the brackets 

From the corners of the pictures, pull them out, 

Study me that way, free from the plastic, 

The way they never did before; 

This is for the cop who caught me speeding, 

The postman who comes empty-handed; for 

My anorexic friends and the Taco Bell woman 

Who never smiles or gives the right change. 

But mostly this is to show that my life is not marginal, 

That I am bigger than gravity and adolescent gods; 

My relics are bandages and hate-journals, 

Worn-out soccer cleats and posters of Brad Pitt, 

Poems torn to shreds, razor blades lined up 

Like silver tracks on the edge of the sink. 

Here is where a poet takes her turn: 

I will shout my words out over a city that 

Never called my name before. 

I will be a concrete signature, 

Write my brand on the flank of the world. 
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Judith Yancey 

Untitled 

In autumn 

I am running through the trees. 

It is little more than 

leaves in the wind, 

candy corn in my own sticky palm 

long ago. 

Warty gourds in little hands. 

What long arms you have 

to hand this to me 

150 miles from my real life. 

This: 

I’ve got the leaves, the flannel, 

and the apples. 

In autumn 

I am running through the trees 

I outrun you 

on broken knees. 

Here it is: I should howl at the moon. 

So should you. 

We would go to Vermont 

and suck the trees dry. 
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Andrew Snow 

abstracting your daughter 

abstracting your daughter 

might 

discomfort you, with 

black cheekbones piercing Pollock hair 

poured 

over a 

choked face 

of stacked shards and torn strokes. 

an ear 

drooping over locked jaw 

an eye 

smacked into malleable brow. 

the momentum of anger to capture shapes descending 

to chop, scatter and freeze. 

a complaint in strokes 

surfacing from futile paint; 

or the only argument i can offer. 

but i can make Duchamp a realist. 

when you pay no attention 

i pay her the fullest. 
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Allison Gluvna 

Untitled 

That summer I stayed in Pennsylvania 

the neighbors stored their dog 

in a cage no bigger than he was. 

He couldn’t turn around even. 

The ribs splayed like fingers, 

butting up to push through his shrunken hide. 

I was sure they could be played 

like a xylophone. 

One night I brought him food— 

He ate straight from my hand: 

I thought he’d swallow my fingers, 

that they’d surface the next morning 

under his fretful belly. 

They scolded me for feeding him: 

Don’t fool him into 

thinking he’s got a chance, 

they said. So I didn’t. 

Instead, 

I watched his eyes 

tarnish with neglect 

from my seat in the dining room. 
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Jonas Blank 

Untitled 

Imagine my dismay 

at the distressing flow 

of humanity down the lane of empty bottles 

strewn in circumflexed patterns in the face of dirty 

cigarette smoke 

and the belch of grease-ridden belly. 

Amniosis sets in as the throng speaks it names 

and faces and prejudices 

No batteries for phones and no bibles for their souls 

the concrete is stained by the walk of the awaiting 

but the end never reaches us at all 

sucked into the liquid that I drink and vomit 

in a fated attempt at cleansing. 

A fated attempt at cleansing the stucco and the cement 

that’s sticky and smoky and wet 

with tears of the awaiting 

who never find what they came for. 
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Courtney Queeney 

Untitled 

My mother picks from bins as if her life 

and sanity both 

depend on an unbending 

unwillingness to sacrifice perfection for time 

tomatoes firm to the finger- 

(any bruise a sign of bad fruit 

as bruises are signs of bad 

children) 

tips and unmistakable in brightness 

so once cut, with skin 

split and seamed under the 

cold curve of the knife’s edge, 

the insides do not spill out onto 

the cutting board like the insides 

of a dying animal on concrete, but remain 

within their cleanly sliced halves, 

quivering in hurt 

yet somehow intact 

carrots picked from the bin 

as ugly and knotty as a little girl 

is 

told she looks, twisted and 

asymmetrical but 

with tough and dirty hides to 

protect sweet meat underneath, 

this skin scraped 

slowly off with the metal parer, 

carefully and under her guiding gaze 

as the stalk grows slimmer 

and straighter 

by hand and by tool— 

which pauses 

only slightly 

to bite my knuckle and leave 

four slivers of blood—stitched across the joint 

like lashes from a whip 

or tongue. 
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Judith Yancey 

(Love poem) 

When I don’t tell you things 

I can safely feel like Leonard Cohen. 

But I tell you, 

I try. 

When a person dies, I think 

their world has ended. 

Apology: 

I only want my world to live a little longer. 

I only want you to feel it, 

part of it to belong to you, too. 

You wrote to me to tell me you cut off your hair, 

but I forgave you, 

and didn’t even ask how short. 

After all, I remember 

you, in the water. 

Splashing right up beside me— 

and the long walk back 

hot and sticky and your face pink 

in the sunset. 

We talked about cartilage 

and shampoo, 

but I knew we were foreshadowing. 
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Chris Gretina 

The Black Dress 

Her perceptive eyes- 
Pale, blue-colored eyes— 
Rendered helpless. 

How? 
A mirror— 
Blinding to her own radiance. 
An infinite Triton, she decries a minnow— 
And I, an unmerited observer, 
Myself the veritable minnow— 
Await her next movement 
In unalloyed bewilderment. 

A simple mirror! 
A prevaricating, fraudulent mirror- 
That evil mechanism, 
That malignant device of duality 
Instills deep within her 
An unwarranted state of irresolution- 
I cry out, to no avail— 
Her blindness has pervaded all senses— 
And I am rendered helpless, 
A disabled witness. 

Childlike, she cannot sit still— 
She trifles with the dress- 
So beautiful, so radiant- 
And so oblivious to her brilliance: 
A slave to dim despondency— 
A smile, a frown, a sudden upward glance— 
Those eyes- 
Those windows to her soul— 
Revelaing her apprehension— 

They finally rest on mine. 

And in that moment, dejected, 
The blindness seeming destined to linger- 
She oopens the window— 
She finally opens the window- 
To her room, her heart, her soul— 
A cognitive awakening. 

The window shattered, the mirror smashed— 
The dress removed— 
She wears my clothes 
And suddenly knows 
The answer. 
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Tonya R. Mead 

The Monastery at Monserrat 

The serrated mountain grades upward in step-wise tiers, 

inviting weary travelers or any dreaming Jacob 

to ascend and peer above the clouds. 

This route to the heavens is not direct 

for only giants could ascend it step by step; 

rather, the way wanders back and forth. 

Our shadows lead, then they follow, 

only to lead again, as 

switchbacks snake upwards, almost imperceptibly. 

Thick trees swallow the path, at times, 

with a shadow, thick and dense like a false dusk; 

we continue to climb, though our destination is obscured. 

Near the end, the foliage bows low to 

the monastery’s spires that prick heaven’s blue 

with the thorns of aspirations three hundred years old. 

Gregory’s chants murmur like wind through cracks 

in the Roman arches, to the ancient sleepers above and below, 

who rest, dreaming of their long-ago pilgrimage. 

In the cloud-obscured distance, a ribbon-like stairway climbs 

in small human steps to a higher ridge 

where a tiny cabin waits, poised among the pines. 

I’m sure I hear the sparrow nesting there among the eaves. 

Its song, the voice of the living, 

drifting through this stagnant atmosphere. 

I imagine a monk once shared my urge to escape: 

to scale the crumbling wooden stairs, and pray 

for refuge from this pervasive silence. 
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Jonas Blank 

why I hate the movie they already made: 

where else but here? 

now something else propels the pen 

something other than accomplishment 

achievement 

aggrandizement 

because the pen is in the free hand 

because the pen is on and off 

one zero zero one one zero one 

something else has to move it 

because trees are for parks 

and consciousness for the blind 

for the one zero zero zero one 

in the Brave New World we’re eroded sheep 

wood stifled and petrified 

two parts carbon and no parts ego 

sheared and hungry all the same 

I wonder about my heroes 

and their divorces 

though they meet me on the page only 

and one time I wondered 

If I were in the tabloided consumerized world 

would I be romantic at all 

would satire sting at all 

would babies sleep at all 

elitist is a small word with with one-two-three-six- 

seven letters 

that don’t mean anything 

don’t mean art critic 

don’t mean cynic 

mean anything 

in fact I can’t speak clearly enough 

maybe your kind heart could grace me 

with ceaseless silly bombast 

‘cause everybody wants a lover sweet and good 

everybody wants a teacher sweet and good 

and pretty 

and nice 

and pretty 

you could explain to me why the apologist always wins 

and the moralist fails 

and the suicide rationalist is just that 

6 hours away, 6 years ago, 6 friends past 
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one zero zero zero one 

the watercolor is bleeding 

and the paint is erased 

not washed 

but erased 

ignored 

ignominously, isn’t that the word? 

isn’t that what Atlas isn’t supposed to be? 

but what if he trips 

or itches 

or stumbles? 

then he is. 

Everybody’s in a contract 

in an agreement to purchase 

and be purchased 

and nobody stopped to ask me 

where the me’s are 

as if I knew or cared 

so something else propels the pen 

-anger 

-regret 

-love 

-God 

-you 

-contract 

-me 

but it’s one zero zero one zero one 

and the hand is an intermediary after all. 
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Andrew Snow 

good night hemoglobin 

good night hemoglobin, 

praying for whispers in the blood to lull me asleep, 

streaming into iron red dreams, twist 

in and out of familiar conformations 

and hydrogen bondage, 

powerless in a deoxygenated romance. 

the constant tumble of hallucinations and second long 

exchanges, 

the rendevous in capillaries like Venetian canals, escaping 

to coagulate in hidden wounds, or 

chased to a ventricle and jailed for insurrection 

in the lungs. 

forced to empty pockets and disclose secrets— 

the monotony of artery and vein, 

the apathy of circulation. 

it is the same every night, a hushed fear of losing control 

or affinity for oxygen, 

gasping to dream beyond the molecular 

and dance outside the vessel walls. 
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Br ian Bank 

NAKED SNOWMAN IN SUMMER 

You know it’s over 

when frost forms on the receiver 

and the hum of the dial tone 

melts a glacier movement of dreams. 

Hope’s blunt anchor sinks 

when that drone sounds more soothing 

than December silence with scattered words of hail. 

Summer is a cold time 

with its empty freedom, 

when the only indication of our nature 

is shadowed in night-sweats, 

dim visions of a distant oasis. 
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whale watching 

johnny cruised a zeppelin in the water 

swimming effortless buoyancy 

cottage cheese rippling 

emulsifying 

oil through aquatic 

cool blue blubber floating 

away from his body 

silence heavy slow motor blimp 

turn and dive again 

sink silent 

dive again unknown 

johnny floated bovine gorgeous 

bony brown children lounged unthoughtfully 

watching whales 

Andrew Snow 
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Mary 

Sex was power 

power was in sex 

that was all she knew 

standing up 

she was just a tired 

black woman 

with big ol’ watermelon 

lips that she used to 

kiss, kiss, kiss 

loneliness goodbye. 

Rebecca Voncile Dixon 
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Girls’ Night Out 

Now that we’re here 

that we’re skinny and twenty 

let’s talk late and loud 

and be witty. 

Now we’re pretty— 

let’s not waste it with worry 

and the heartache of futures. 

We shall be flirty, 

and wear skirts which flare 

or short ones which cling 

to our legs and tight places. 

Our faces are fresh, 

and we pout our red mouths 

with flaming intentions. 

You’ll know what we mean 

when our laugh is throaty 

and our rhythm is right 

and you can’t sleep for the sound and the smell of 

lingering in your head. 

Susannah Gora 



Shapeshifting 

Your lips tinged and swollen, 

little buds, 

little temples, 

holy fire from the mountain. 

Who is in this bush, 

this tree, 

this well? 

What spirit perfumes the land at dawn, 

the power of the sky, 

pink then rose then dusky red. 

The trail of your belly, 

nested low, 

sometimes when I wander the hills, 

it is because I can do nothing else, 

the trees demand magic, 

the animals poetry, 

the damp, dark earth libations, 

but you, you only ask for my heartbeat. 

Your fingers, 

small pelts, 

padding over me, 

one, 

then another, 

wind over wave, 

absence and silence, 

yearning and calling, 

the soft brush of creation passing by lightly, 

how easy it is to forget! 

Your eyes lidded and draped, 

tender wrinkles, 

I tremble as I cross the glistening mudflats, 

to the deep grey lake, 

I pole the barge into the mists, 

one white heron twists through, 

then pausing in void space, 

clear and open, 

silent and pregnant, 

I whisper your name. 

8 



Your smooth, pale back, 

rippling against the dark sky, 

I rest lightly on the water, 

the boat softly rocking, 

the moon hanging ripe overhead, 

the color of day embraces the cool glow of night, 

it is unwilling to leave, 

there is a mystery here, 

the gleaming kiss of morning, 

the divine union, 

you on the bed shuddering and transfigured. 

Michelle Kalas 
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COOL KIDS DON’T GET KILLED 

like a parmesan explosion 

like a dust-seed block party they surround themselves with elements of surprise 

in a hollow machine with two-tone wheels 

and a pin stripe scratched in speed on the wall 

we will eat our way through the flesh of pretty medians 

and postmodern topiaries. 

and we are in a room with no furniture 

so pull up a chair 

and throw back another breath 

if you need a place to stay / the laundry room is clean. 

from uninspiring accidents 

from perfunctory sheets they rise in the face of a face wiped clean of eyes 

of a hollow machine with two-tone wheels 

and a third-string spot on the football team 

snorting packs of sweet-n-low to cauterize the nurse 

and cancer vaccines. 

and the homecoming queen feels time stand still 

so pull on the cord 

and encourage the guillotine 

if the floor still bears the stain / remember: cool kids don’t get killed 

James G. Poulos 
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Baltimore 

Illuminated by the fluorescence 

The brick decays 

and walls fall 

The industrial noise of shipyards 

Shakes the skull with the wind 

Quivering, crouch beside the cans 

nondescript and rusted 

Life comes in epiphanies 

the rest is cold 

dead steel 

The burn of the smokestacks goes on 

In nights filled with vehicular suicide 

where only the smell of rubber 

and the smoke pervade 

the fatty fast-food stillness 

And you wonder why America 

decays. 

Jonas Blank 
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Dragon Fight 

I was almost in a play in Vermont 

called the Caucasian Chalk Circle the first 

summer I joined my mother at Bread Loaf, 

but Alan, the director, picked a boy. 

I taught myself to juggle instead, 

let go, catch, let go, catch, 

and picked raspberries, feeling that strange tension 

the instant I pulled and the bush let go. 

I remember the play: the theater dark, 

a single spotlight on the white-blond boy, 

Michael, standing alone inside a circle 

waiting for the battle to begin. 

Grusha and Natella face off outside the circle. 

“Now each of you take the child by a hand. 

The true mother is she who has the strength 

to pull the child out of the circle towards herself. 

Pulir The wrestling begins. Michael shrieks. 

I'm caught in the tension. Someone let go. 

They’re dividing him in half. 

I’m half wild. The women are wild. 

Michael is shrieking. Grusha lets go: 

“If I could just keep him until he can 

speak properly. He knows only a few words.” 

“Again. Pull?' The wrestling resumes. 

My heart is pulled again and lets go in the 

strange tension. I’m detached. Grusha lets go: 

“Oh my lord, give her the living child. 

I’ve brought him up! Am I to tear him to pieces?” 

"The court has established the true mother. 

Give the living child to that mother. Grusha, 

take your child, and be off with it.” The wise know 

the Mother will always let go. 

12 



Greek for “seeing” is derkein, from which we get 

dragon, a mirror of the maternal principle, 

the destructive force of Nature. 

Dragons have keen eyesight and some have 

a female head with long, flowing hair, where 

the female voice goes after decapitation. 

Come Apollo, Cadmus, Perseus. 

Come Hercules and Michael, 

prove your intellectual superiority, 

escape from the circle of the Great Mother. 

The raspberry bush knows when to let go. 

In the play, Grusha’s last words are, 

“Michael, let’s dance.” 

Struggle heroes. The wise know 

the Mother will always let go. 

Joann Kleinneiur 
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Today I ignored the news. 

Ignored the news. 

Decided to grow down 

and watch cartoons 

that caricatured no dictators. 

Used deliberative democracy 

to decide on Coco Krispies over Captain Crunch. 

Sixty Minutes, 

divided between nap time and lunch. 

Played in a big pile of leaves, 

and forgot I was too old to know better. 

Well, hindsight is 20/20, 

and that’s not allowed today. 

Cut myself off from the third world. 

Saw the newspaper in plain white, 

and Headline News aired snow. 

Today I might have died and never known. 

Tomorrow my alphabet will revolt in bureaucratic acronyms. 

Exchanging lunches will no longer be considered ‘trade.’ 

Pledges of allegiance can once again be broken. 

When hopes of sheltered living start to fade. 

My GI Joe figures will be captured on live broadcasts 

attacking with patriotic zeal. 

Fighting for the news that I ignore today, 

and for the contempt that I wish I didn't feel. 

Jared Mark Green 
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Late night donuts 

I met Robert Redford last night. 

He spoke haltingly and slurred. 

I searched for a buck 

And pulled out a receipt. 

His tattered nylon stuffed jacket 

Could not have kept him warm 

And his dingy blue Cowboys hat 

Darkened his already cordovan leather face 

So I offered him a 

HOT DONUT NOW 

Taken aback, he accepted 

Taking my hand and asking my name, 

He introduced himself. 

Robert Redford. 

He did not let go of my hand 

And began to speak of angels 

Walking the earth 

In disguise. 

I looked into his eyes 

Watery with alcohol 

And he started to sway 

Almost in a trance 

He blacked out. 

Before he could refocus, 

I tore my hand away 

And ran to my car. 

And as I drove, 

I wondered if I should 

Wash my hand 

Or kiss it. 

Todd Sears 
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Paper Crane 

I. 
“I found 

A paper crane today, 

Perching on a sticky table. 

It was silver, 

A reincarnated gum-wrapper, 

Not yet the size 

Of my thumb. 

I know who left it, 

I know whose pale, 

Piercing eyes 

Conjured it forth. 

And I know its language, 

I understand its warbling song, 

Its lonely cry. 

I looked around 

And picked it up. 

It was left for me. 

And then came 

The urge to 

Crush it 

In my palm; 

To roll my fingers up 

And squeeze it into silence. 

Instead it spent 

Three days in my jacket pocket, 

Riding out waves 

Of lint and kleenex. 

In penance, 

I placed it on 

My dresser top.” 
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II. 
“I left 

A paper crane today, 

Perching on a cafe table. 

So tiny it was 

That my fingers folding it 

Were like giants plucking mustard seeds 

From a field of wheat. 

I think I know who will find it, 

I think I know whose dark, 

Brooding eyes 

Will examine it. 

I think I know 

Its delicate language 

Will be translated. 

I left it in the center, 

Waiting for its owner. 

And walked away. 

Tomorrow 

I will make another 

And another the day after that. 

All unaddressed gifts 

Delivered anonymously 

On sticky table. 

I make no wishes, 

I say no prayers, 

I never wait to see 

Who will pick it up. 

In penance, 

I will make a thousand more 

Until my fingers give way.” 

Rachel Medlock 
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Kingdom 

Yes, for a time. I lived there, 

in the grand kingdom that was your love. 

Where days passed like sweet smiles 

unburdened by the heaviness of time, 

and the only language that I understood 

came from your soft lips. 

You ruled my heart, and it knelt before your touch. 

I must have known that I could not stay forever. 

Your warm eyes turned to glass, your hands to marble. 

And the love that was your kingdom, was 

No longer. 

So. don't tell me about history. 

Don't tell me about those ancient, wise gods of the past who are destined 

To fall. 

Because, I know what it must have been to wake in Pompeii 

the morning after, 

bodies in blackness, falling to ash with a touch. 

I know what those drowning eyes saw as the ocean cradled their Atlantis, 

beneath the cold steel tomb of the sea. 

Lisa Kalich 
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A Pagan Poet’s Prayer 

Oh muse of fire, burn through this foggy marsh; 

This muddled muck wrapped in white bone is mine. 

My words, ill chosen, my ideas too harsh; 

Ego obscures that which would be divine. 

Burn through my blackness; char it until pure. 

Cleanse the serpentine swamps with holy fire, 

So my follies become a background blur. 

Make me a vessel, filled with your desire. 

Rid me of myself, so that I may create, 

A gift, better tasting than, even the sweetest mate. 

Elliot Brandt Gipson 
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Valentine Poem 

this year again 

we pass each other in the night 

like two sailboat captains 

who hesitate to veer off course 

sounding our horns in the fog 

knowing that really 

a friendly hello is an 

inappropriately casual greeting 

for such kindred old souls 

with such stories to tell 

as we have. 

my boat is the stateliest 

the fastest, the loveliest on the sea 

and though I used to wish 

you’d swim out and climb aboard 

now I imagine instead 

that your own boat is also trim 

swift and handsome 

and you are not the kind of captain 

who abandons ship. 

our courses have diverged 

you must have your own boat 

we two captains 

are too skilled and too proud 

to share just one ship. 

so I go about my work 

delighting in new lands 

pocketing the knowledge to share someday 

my boat is strong enough 

to withstand storms on the high seas 

though some days I prefer to drift 

sun kissed 

on serene waters 

on clear nights under the starry-lidded stratosphere 

I sit at the stern and search moonlit waters 

I used to look for signs of a swimmer 

but now I realize that without his own boat 

he’d have long ago turned back or gone under 

so these nights I look for another boat 

determined as mine, strong as mine 
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like mine maybe hoping 

to share a home port 

and plan joint ventures 

with a captain and dearest friend 

who knows both the thrill 

and the loneliness of the open sea 

Pamela Mazzeo 
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Magritte’s Rain 

Circulating spheres pour 

tumbling, 

secreting blurry mirrors 

that absorb and awaken. 

Droplets propelling 

through unnamed skies 

landing toe first. 

Stepping out of one’s 

air onto the fuming 

sweltering tar. 

New patterns flash 

inside familiar 

shapes and smells: 

musty basements 

stagnant humidity 

sticky grass 

elongated domes. . . 

each being born back into 

itself. 

Kate McCutcheon 



London Room 

white 

and startling with space 

(almost, it’s 

bigger than itself) 

and significance, because 

it’s inundated with light 

immaculately bright 

fresh and trembling from 

its ablution? Or 

immeasurably old— 

remote and severe 

in its utter simplicity 

naked 

like a limpid 

and dilating eye, bared 

to the light 

its corners recede 

unearthly and pure 

There is one black beast in the corner 

a dead wardrobe 

Sara du Sablon 
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FORM 

I tried to speak to you yesterday 

on the phone over the redundancy of the television, 

on which there was a program about pot 

and how its use by teenagers in this country 

is escalating at an alarming rate. You told me to turn it off because it was rude 

to speak with someone on the phone and watch TV at the same time. 

It seems like I never have the time 

to think about us anymore and the way things were, nearly yesterday 

in high school, when everything was simple and disturbingly rude, 

when the most interesting thing to do was to watch MTV 

when we, as “America’s failure,” should have been “more concerned with the 

country’s 

welfare,” but we laughed at Ted Kopel anyway and smoked pot, 

after which we put cheese macaroni into a pot 

and waited and watched patiently as it over-cooked, boiled-over with time, 

the way emotions stew in a kettle for years, and then explode, ruining a country, 

which was the subject of an editorial in yesterday’s 

paper. David Letterman alluded to it on television 

last night, although he wasn’t very serious at all—rather rude 

and snide—he has that way about him. You were honest with me, even when you 

were rude, 

even when we sat alone, smoking pot 

from the pipe you said your grandmother made for you; afterwards, we watched 

The Wall on TV 

and drove to the 7-11 because we became hungry, and time 

passed by almost not at all. I think about yesterday 

and how we talked of loyalty—to each other, to ourselves, to our country— 

and how we thought it was rubbish, even if our country 

did portray us as being rude 

in the eyes of yesterday’s 

calmness, when a woman’s place was in the home, and pots 

and pans was what she did, and time 

seemed less in demand, and nobody had even thought of TV’s 

yet. Funny how so much of our lives is on TV 

now. If we wanted to bitch at our country 

for doing something stupid, we could do it (if we had the time) 
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as long as we weren’t rude— 

couldn’t do it while smoking pot, 

like Tasha said yesterday. 

We spoke on the phone yesterday for the first time in three months, and I finally 

realized how 

different we are. You from the country, me, a city boy. I miss you, even though 

you were rude 

and took pots at me and hung up because there was something more interesting 

on TV. 

George Nahra 
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As Time Goes By 

The crystal in that moment 

is as clear as his question 

and her response 

before either has spoken. 

The hand that pours the champagne 

would not care if it 

overfilled the glass 

spilling spirit 

in a cascade down the piano 

and between the cracks in the keys. 

Sam wishes he could slip 

away from the scene 

playing out to the notes 

of a tune so familiar that 

his eyes look beyond the blank sheet, 

to her hand 

where she, too, gazes 

absorbed in tracing 

the glass’s circular base. Odd 

how their eyes focus 

on her, and she on the glass 

searching for answers in light’s reflection, 

or in the music 

that has slid from the page, 

and stolen away 

to find another ending. 

Tonya Mead 
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The Bird Watcher 

Susie Lee Jin 

S.L JIN % 
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Nocturnal 

My grandma gets no sleep. 
After she closes up her house, 
her two-bedroom Los Angeles house, 

shutting the curtains 
and locking the doors 
in the same way that she has 
for the past forty-six years, 
she crawls slowly into bed 
careful of her hip 
and wraps herself in the blankets. 

She lies waiting. 
“There’s no sleep in me,” she has said. 
“I have some pills, but I'm afraid to take them. 
I’m alone in this house, you know.” 
Alone in that house. I know. 
She turns over, careful of her hip, 
and stares at the clock. 
The red digital lights send her back 
to that time at Coney Island with Harry, 
Chinese lanterns glowing red on the boardwalk 
and cotton candy sticking to her fingers, 
that was the first time he kissed her. 
Again she burrows into her bed, 
shifting until her body 
has carved its outline on the mattress. 
She lies flat on her back, thinking of 
working late at the bakery, standing half asleep 
over layers of strudel dough and shiny cherries, 
she fought to keep her eyes open then. 
Turning onto her side, my grandma winces 
as loud street music blares into her window. 
She’s tired of being conscious all the time. 
She misses dreaming. 
My grandma curls up in a fetal position, 
listening to herself breathe. 
On this night, as on every night, 
she will wrap herself in a blanket of days past; 
of Benny Goodman’s swing band, of bar mitzvahs, 
the way her mother cooked, 
the last time she saw Harry. 
For so many nights she will wrap herself, 
feeling as one hour becomes another, 
waiting for the pink Los Angeles sun. 

Susannah Gora 
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Ache 

This began with a waking 

into an awkward morning—lost, briefly 

face half-sunk against a musty pillow 

its weave pressed upon the soft of my cheek 

in angry, scarlet crossings. 

There was sunlight 

slatted against your face from the window, 

cutting it into two parts, 

the shadow and the light. I admit 

it felt good to see you so divided. It had rained 

and in the gutter outside 

collected water winced for us 

disturbed by drops falling from leaves. 

What is there to say 

that I am not tired of saying? 

Around you air contracts, presses in 

to form something holy, a halo 

—a slipknot around my neck— 

however I move about the rooms you’re in 

you tighten around my body (ache) 

I wore you for a while, like an ill-fitting 

shirt. We wore each other out. I’d reinvent us, if I could. 

One night, or morning, when our silence raged 

when the sky collapsed in upon itself 

like a wounded animal curled to nurse his hurt 

you smoked on a bench where we sat 

and did not touch 

and I watched 

a thin ribbon of blue smoke twist itself 

out of your mouth, lighter than the air 

to lift up; almost opaque, almost a promise 

the exact size and shape of hope. 

Courtney Queeney 
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Onward Bound 

The awareness of my belly grows stronger with night. 

And I believe I am loving poetry, and you even. 

Because of the mind that I, or it, is in. 

Because I have glimpsed an opening: 

not what you have said, 

but that you have chosen to say it. 

My cheeks bulge today with secrets I cannot swallow. 

Or maybe 

I have started thinking too early of the futile signs 

which I passed on the way to the airport today. 

Exit for terminal A, it says, 

and I am terminally watching. 

I look out and all I see are these headlights. 

No, they are not trite I say and 

I am not so small as the universe would have me believe. 

I have missed you and these streetlights, who burn like the stars. 

You can wish upon one because they are so close and here I am 

BIG like a clumsy doll my forearms stretched outward to fall into my fears. 

Brace yourself. 

The night my blackest hole with nowhere to go but closing in I am 

Landing. 

And I wonder if I could be good at this, 

turning my thoughts to you in time with the 

cabbies grimy hold on his steering wheel. 

Could you sing this please, I asked him, 

and make it fit? 

Cap these words if you could. 

Rewrite, reword, refigure 

This. 

Hillary Berliner 
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The Wandering Jew 

The Wandering Jew bursts from his soil, 
and I can no longer see 
his pot. He wanders 
above the floor and stretches his leaves 
to express an interminable good-morning 
yawn, and I contemplate the impossibility of its brimming 

vitality. For its capital blossoms inside the brim 
of a desert—the Jew loves to wander through dry soil. 
He keeps kosher from the light of the morning 
sun—his lavender sea 
of striped cresting leaves 
breathes to the pull of the moon, and I wonder 

how his withered finger, which wandered 
to the floor, became reincarnated—brimming 
with the same stippled leaves 
which are denied the matriarchal soil 
as they tread water in the sea 
contained in an old plastic cup. It is the morning 

to the life of another Jew, no longer in mourning 
over his dislocation, but stepping forth to wander 
the longitudes and latitudes of creation, and to see 
the roots of existence brimming 
from every grain of sand—that soil 
plowed by the patriarchs. I am left 

with the image of a people leaving 
Egypt through the infinite morning 
glare of the desert soil. 
The ambivalence of fear and freedom must have wandered 
through their heads, downcast, but brimming 
with awe from the miracle which parted The Red Sea. 

I am left with this image when my eyes swim in the sea 
surrounding a clear October night. The stars like leaves 
crackling their brilliance, brimming 
with vim, and stretching out to morning. 
I can see my breath trail behind as I wander 
the spiral staircase to this celestial soil. 

Why does the Jew wander from the eye of morning? 
I see the answer brimming from the leaves 
cupping his soil in one hand, and reaching up with the other. 

Mathew Goldberg 
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the laughing and choking of being here 

everyday swarming in and out of small revelations 

of small catastrophes, or how loud one can scream 

me, 

this is the time—determined, 

someone insignificant 

setting a list of common idiosyncrasies in 

posture, weight, and attitude, 

the flowers to bloom, the drugs available for abuse, 

the appropriate time for complaint or tears 

at times approved by the community, 

we, 

living to the static of homogenized diversity, 

colloquial languages, melanin levels, and personalities 

all adjusted to what good proportion necessitates. 

the laughing and choking of being here, 

trickles down through usual, 

mandated math 

until minds are saved. 

preserved in jars with tight lids 

and humming, sterile rooms 

locked and 

lost. 

Andrew Snow 
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What We'd Do to Paul Today 

Rest, Paul, lie on my couch, let’s see 

If we can figure out your head; 

You think you saw a light, but I 

Propose it was a dream instead— 

Hallucination, let us say— 

There’s no such thing as angel glows 

Or holy visions, and if there were 

I doubt they’d come to Damascus Road. 

Conversion disorder. That is what 

Your blinded state appears to be, 

Or maybe you were faking it 

Out of primal needs for sympathy; 

And voices, Paul? Be careful whom 

You tell of this experience— 

It’s borderline psychosis and 

These pills are your deliverance. 

All this love you seem to have 

For everyone whose path yours meets 

Is unhealthy attachment that 

Will end in tears of self-defeat. 

This martyr complex makes you weak, 

Don’t you want to rise again 

And be the one who persecutes 

Instead of drinking suffering in? 

These letters, Paul, they have to stop. 

They’re reinforcing your delusions; 

Let’s talk about childhood abuse, 

What might have led to these confusions. 

Here, swallow these three times a day 

And pay me ninety bucks a week 

To tell you that your name is Saul 

And you never heard your Savior speak. 

Rhett Iseman 
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Smoothe 

Braiding my hair always felt different at night 

it keeps my hands straight 

with plaits 

and from wandering down your neck, 

my head from spinning 

and waxing crazy. 

Peel your rings off, smooth the rubber skin beneath. 

I was never one to let things 

slide over me, 

but with your hair it is different: 

your twists move like the wind 

spooned off a fleeting glimpse. 

Nothing is ever right 

by night. 

But you, when I piece you together. 

Hillary Berliner 
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Barbara 

common. 

you know, just plain 

as daylight. I guess 

she’s brave, because 

you’ve got to be brave 

if everything is ordinary, 

if days are just normal days 

and lonely. Though if you don’t think— 

but she thinks, she knows. 

look at her eyes. 

She’s too large 

in an enormous, 

crumpled, pea-green smock. It’s 

full-blown and shapeless as a bedsheet 

(“started gaining weight when her father died" 

soft sympathy, maybe we all understand 

even in self-righteousness) 

and her hair is flat. 

so merry, though, her voice is high and sweet 

she’s all good-humored joviality, girlish, 

the proverbial “fat woman” 

a bright mask, charming. 

Are we condescending? 

of course. 

but she has turned 

silent, and lost her animation, 

her face sags into something 

soft and flabby and almost 

unbearably sad. 

There are creases of utter desolation 

around her mouth and eyes. 

there is something frightening here, 

in how bleak and old her face looks 

in repose. 

like something bright and cheery and innocent 

crushed underfoot, or 

too many battles lost. 

Sara du Sablon 
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My Rosewood Piano 

It’s the morning after last night— 
and there is cigar ash tapped 
and trapped under the strings 
of the open grand piano. 
The nonchalant flick of a wrist 
dropped it down unreachable 
through the strings 
onto the flaking gold leaf 
covered with an equally 
unreachable layer of dust. 
I saw this body stringless once, 
voiceless, when my father gold-leafed 
the inside, lavishing his attention 
on this woman, like a car or a boat, 
instead of my mother. But father has 
been gone for many years. 

Now the strings, like a fallen harp, 
stretch horizontally, earth-centered, 
and the hips of the open, arcing 
lid balance on the rosewood rod 
like Aphrodite lounging, elbow propping 
sleepy morning-after head. The hips 
flow smoothly down towards 
the heavy rosewood legs, carved by a 
master craftsman who chiseled 
“Collard and Collard 1804” beneath 
her strings, marking her as his forever. 
She’s tuned a half-tone low, like a 
woman with a deep, smoky voice. 
The master tuner refused to put stress 
on her delicate action, said she was made 
for Beethoven. But he’s decomposed, 
and she’s poised, alive at my fingertips. 

So my piano lounges in the sun 
like Aphrodite, and I lounge on the 
couch, echoing her pose, one elbow 
supporting my head and the other 
drawing close a bended knee. 
I stare inside. The inside is gold. 
I rise again and sigh. The cigar ash 
will stay until the woman is unstrung. 

Joann Kleinneiur 
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Morning Rock 

Pooja Kumar 
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Regeneration 

In my dream, you are still alive 

And walking along the water-color 

Beach, your hands in your pockets, listening 

To the crunch of shells beneath your feet. 

The sea is a silver blue in the coming 

Twilight, the waves expectant. God is 

There, too, tan and complacent, working a crossword 

Puzzle in the last of the day’s light, which 

Waits for Him to finish. But as your 

Face turns into a little boy’s, you don’t 

Think of waiting. You laugh at the way 

Your footsteps shrink and grow shallow, 

The small feet pink and tender now beside 

The surf. God clears His throat and folds 

His puzzle, the sun slips like dripping 

Wax behind the sea, and I watch 

The first of life flare up in you. 

Rhett Iseman 
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THE REVOLUTION 

inside my body 

(which as any cat will tell you is actually hollow 

they say it is a skin roll-up) 

yeah down there 

between the diaphragms 

in 
sideways maybe 

or upside 

down 

there she is 

she is down there waiting 

hungry and devious 

flexing her toes 

without a brain even before 

they 

suck the thing out in a jar 

to make people 

stop 

losing their skin and teeth 

inside my body 

she is waiting to eat me alive 

first 

she will take my money 

she will take the blue stamped cards 

and the suitcases 

full of them 

and the sterile creatures that deliver 

the mail 

then 

she will take my lover 

she will pound him into a cage 

with webbed fingers 

and milky eyes 

that have no center 

he will rip himself out of a socket 

and 

lose intestines over the matter 

somewhere 

between 3rd and 

main 

and last 
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she will take my body 

she will clean it right out 

like 

a mud-worm, with 

out a trace of kindness 

or perception 

because 

because 

studies have shown 

that when four and eight 

and sixty-four cells get together 

they do not think. 

James G. Poulos 
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Hand Study 

Gwendolyn Kerschbaumer 
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Portrait 

Gwendolyn Kerschbaumer 
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MT 

glistens 

the sweat of a pine tree 

that makes the air thicker than glass 

I push but it doesn’t break 

leaving me only the chance to breathe as I do 

—not as I did. 

Down a dusty Alabama road 

I follow a truckload of time 

accelerating ‘till wisps of thought blow out 

that my children try to catch 

like debris through their fingers 

grown gaunt with age 

like the thinning paint on my Cadillac 

Dogs roam the grass 

Theirs, not mine 

Biting at my ankles when I cast off my refuse 

like old friends embittered 

that I may still walk around my block 

held up only for an instant 

by a lone traffic light 

that is itself cracked in the yellow 

pleading go or stop but never caution 

So my world turns through the television instead. 

Sweets and butter 

That treacly pleasures of grease-fried fats 

Goodness, to be passed and carried to the grave 

Leaving greens to the living 

who may swallow them whole 

with their ice teas 

I feign indifference though I can’t recall the location 

of my fork or my stomach 

or my son’s name 

maybe later 

apple pie will wake me 

Mosquitoes pass me 

and don’t bite anymore 

like political conversations of intellect 

that is no longer to my liking 
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nary an inch between my soles 

to keep me awake to newstime 

that I hear with the ringing of the telephone 

full of words 

about life on their watches 

as they go farther down the roads themselves 

I recline in comfort 

with an icy Coca-Cola 

insects churlish and insistent at the window 

but my glass air lets me drink and breathe in peace 

while pine-sweat evaporates and bleeds 

Pouring a river Styx 

For my beginning. 

Jonas Blank 
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Into the Night and into the All 

Never move to fight and kill 

then never me and nothing to will, 

for why sit beneath these aging trees, 

crouched to pray upon my knees 

to hear my words softly fall 

into the night and into the all. 

No legs can take me there; 

yet I never beg to despair. 

For this I know and nothing more: 

man is meant to live and fight his war. 

A story told and bound forever, 

a speck of dust in the land of never. 

Never here and never gone, 

Once to dusk and twice to dawn, 

stopped upon a stunning silence, 

turned in time and time turned tense, 

a power surge gone to not, 

once was here but then forgot. 

To see a stone once removed 

is all of man’s passage proved. 

A man who sweats and bears his fruit 

stands spoken clearly among the mute. 

He stands upon a cliff and screams before his fall 

he tumbles into the night and into the all. 

James Todd 

46 



Finger 

Pooja Kumar 
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Trinity 

I. Fortune Teller 

I remember her as one remembers a dream 

hazy and seen through some thin stretch of cloth 

the pagan skin of her face underfocused 

and transitory, shifting 

the makeup collected into cracks 

as if something fine had sifted down to sit there— 

the soft powdering of dust 

or rust, her cells eating themselves 

with the hungry silent teeth of mold. She was old. 

It was the face of an unholy ghost 

with purple lips stained dark as blood still veined through limbs. 

II. Daughter 

I still can’t tell 

how I am about God—is this 

a blessing or a curse? 

I do have someone else inside my skin, sometimes 

Although I’ve been baptized twice—the second time for my mother, 

for future attrition. God knows why. I was six 

and remember 

the white flouncy dress of it best 

as I knelt and warm water smelling of oil 

and secret, smelling of dark places and rot 

poured over my face and down the back of my neck 

thicker than blood, viscous 

and salted as tears would feel cried over you. 

Eventually, 

the force of such guilt repeated for years 

of tears wept upon your brow 

for your sins, by someone standing above you 

has the power of a miracle 

the weight to eat a hungry hole in your head. 
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III. Mother 

I have seen my mother (in the space of ten minutes) 

rip our phone out of the kitchen wall 

to leave wires springing, searching for their other end 

as severed veins must crave continuity of self 

seen her burn her cigarette to a stub, the ash 

and smoke of it thin and grey as leaking, unwanted milk 

in stained yellow fingers that pluck eternal at her lower lip 

fingers that shake as they try to open an old Bible whose 

pages are stuck and swollen with moisture, 

stubborn to separation. 

She pieces together a quilt when I am sixteen years old 

her mind so packed with proverbs 

layered one upon another 

that they choke with the weight of themselves 

and the words fall away from each other 

like the split of an unfinished stitch in her cloth 

like the wounds of an unraveling mind trying to pray itself whole. 

Courtney Queeney 
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Tiananmen 

you inspire the taxi driver 
who knows every road, competent 
but afraid of the unpredictable future, 
a little black flag at the front of his car 
protests the metallic red around it, 
mourning the blood that you spilled 
on the night when no one was looking. 

you awaken the old man, 
lost in time, 
unaware of gathering soldiers 
interrupting his hands, fine-tuned 
like the watch that he fixes, 
he stops and joins you, 
hoping to change what has come. 

you even scare the gentleman, 
living comfortably on his mountain, 
but runs at the sight of you. 
fleeing his apartment at the causeway bay, 
the mercedes idling with its chauffeur, 
he deserts his homeland, looking from afar 
while you remain in the turmoil. 

I am guilty of watching, 
so distant from my roots, 
an urge to stand by your side 
invades me. 

I am kin to you who sit in that square. 
so distant by poems of wordsworth 
and led by the lady of justice, 
who stands pure in the headlights of tanks. 

I am also related to the soldier, 
waiting in the shadows, 
hiding the yellow skin and black hair 
underneath the uniform. 

I stare at you and your brother 
and reach my hand from afar, 
grasping the torn rag 
that is our freedom. 

George Lui 
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Untitled 

Ellen Brenner 
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Sun Tea 

I. Preparation 

We find the kitchen 

after making love 

Throwing old towels around our hips 

we move into the darkness 

of cabinets 

the cool breath exhaled out 

from underneath the refrigerator door 

The space is small, but we fit it easily 

our dichotomies graceful: 

I am the one to mix batter for pancakes 

while your fingers rummage 

find glass bottles 

earl grey 

cold water already warming in the 

heat of southern summers 

II. Brewing 

As I ladle out perfect white circles 

the door opens 

bars of sunlight cross the backs of my hands 

I feel hot air 

the smell of drying grass 

the caress of your shadow as you pass me 

You are generally the one to leave, these days 

while I stand here, spatula in hand 

and wonder where to put the widows walk on a ground floor apartment 

I think, how lovely shutters would be 

to block the glare of headlights 

that cut the darkness 

suspend, hold me, pass 

never yours 

But the door opens again 

you return 

I blush to find the batter browning 

flip my wrist quickly to cover the memory 

of your departing back 
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III. Interlude 

the tea sits on the roof of your Volvo 

sun turns water the color of amber 

the color of your eyes in the moonlight 

and as we eat your eyes trace 

the path my tongue 

moves 

around the fork 

the towels fall 

the taste of syrup mingles on our lips 

while the sun warms the glass 

and the color seeps and spreads 

we make our way into the bedroom 

and close the door 

IV. Steeped 

after the wind begins to rattle the windowpanes 

you sit up 

from where we have curled 

back to back like bookends 

our mouths are dry 

you remember 

the sun tea 

drinking it now I can taste 

your fingers on my skin 

the heaviness of air before a storm 

and the lightening bugs I chased as a child 

alone and unencumbered 

in the gathering dusk 

Kate Hagopian 
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Amnesia 

Wealth is power 

Forgetting yields no power 

for Poverty remembers everything 

She goes to the mailbox 

but no one cares 

that she’d rather be 

going to a personnel office 

to get this check 

She goes to the mailbox 

great with child, again 

and no one cares 

that this is the result 

of the only thing 

that makes her forget 

her powerlessness. 

Rebecca Voncile Dixon 
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Farewell 

Well maybe you’ll come visit 

me in my palace some day 

and maybe we can laugh 

at these silly sobbing hearts 

over tea. 

could you pour 

I’ve lost all feeling 

but can still start the pot 

while staring to the dark, 

rust chips float 

and you drink 

eyes down 

I thank you 

and turn to find some chairs 

Brooke Appier 
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Five Distorted Haiku 

i. 

bright, lamp-lit gas station night 

sees crickets crowded round oily puddle 

like people round a cadaver 

or a tragedy. 

ii. 

drunken buddha 

perched atop bible 

as if superior 

or comparable. 

iii. 

comment s’adresser 

a la tyrannie 

d’un seul mot? 

iv. 

at 6 after midnight, 

a lightning bug hovers inside my open window: 

flirting with my cigarette 

and the moon 

ruffled across the waters of lake lanier. 

v. 

water dripping 

rooftop, gutter, sea. 

then nothing. 

Samuel Butler 



Poems Are Like Cats 

Poems are like cats. 

They will not come when 

called, but only when they 

choose and on their own 

terms. I do not mean 

the common desperate cats 

who will answer any 

voice for a dish of food. 

No, I am talking 

about the sleek Siamese 

who stalk in, tails erect, 

long after all hope 

of their return has been 

forgotten. The kind judges 

in severe just-below-knee- 

length skirts (and 

eminently knowledgeable 

about their field) would hang 

blue ribbons on. 

Most poems are like that; 

they come 

at the most inopportune 

times, as if just 

to prove a point; in the 

shower, or during a 

really important conversation, 
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they’ll wind their way 

across your brain, 

rubbing neurons and 

purring so loudly you can 

hear only the ends 

of sentences 

until you seize a pen 

and pour them 

onto the milky page to 

stop the rumbling. 

But sometimes you find 

them curled, blind, in 

a warm space to wait for 

a surrogate mother. These 

are the best kind, I think, 

the kind that you 

curl to your chest to feel 

the furious rhythm 

of a frightened heart. The ones 

you watch 

open their eyes. 

The poem-cats you nurse 

with a dropper; the ones 

you raise until they 

are strong enough 

to chase birds. 

Alexis Blatie 
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To the Black and White Walt Whitman 

on the Cover of My Book 

You’re not fooling anyone 

Not with the wide brim hat and wool coat 

Not with the respectable white whiskers 

And definitely not with that thin frilly tie 

All the clothes in the world cannot hide the wild nakedness 

in that mysterious lower lip 

it looks like you’re sticking your tongue out at me 

laughing at future generations who will mistake it for your lip 

who will not know that it was actually the beginning of the first small 

lick 

in which you would taste the world 

before swallowing it whole and digesting it 

through your stomach 

and bowels 

where it will plop out beautiful 

in a poem 

I bet you are digesting right now 

But forget about it 

I’m not sitting on your lap 

or getting anywhere near that lower lip 

you are a dangerous man 

there is a reason you’re photographed from your shoulders up 

I know you’re not wearing any pants 

and what are your hands doing? 

You are dangerous 

you wild man 

because when you sound your barbaric yawp 

the rest of your clothes will come tumbling off 

and mine might come with them 

Elliot Brandt Gipson 
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Awaiting Time 

Heather Wasserstrom 
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Lackymosa 

“and the spires rose and fell, 

and the bastard went to hell, 

and the promised land was well, 

well-endowed with streets of blood.” 

the youth of america, as distinct from the world, 

purported not to speak readily in a language of their own devising. 

and though pronunciation may prove 

an obstacle disquieting in its feebleness 

they might yet choose, in stocking feet and cotton blankets, 

crawling down the stairs, 

select words whispered into their posies, into their ears, 

by the shades of vanished hours 

by the creeping powdered children 

of a glittering memory-play; 

these words they might yet choose to build 

with the slow determination 

of the silent, the busy, the soiled, 

to build an empire out of half-considered notions, 

neither properly mouthed nor best understood, 

but shouted, squealed, vainvigorous in pleading desperation 

that knows no why, no why, no why 

“they dropped their jaws in unison, 

so hardly did their eyes unbulge inside, 

when through the door eased open for each to see 

those words scratched across the wall, 

CONFUTATIS VALEDICTIS LACKYMOSA; 

and the child grasping that bit of lead, yet smiling through it all.” 
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through the drizzle, through the rain, 

three dirges did proceed / each one reflected in the next; 

and the chorus chanting onward, marching onward still, 

the banners incoherent, past refusal, like a stark 

widemouthed and frozen pair 

of sinner’s hands / clasped against the face 

waved in angles on the wall, waved like angels on the wall, 

devil words from ages so far gone 

that none could think them but their greatest dread 

and greatest departure, like an infant 

born forcefully, quick in the womb, with piercing 

claws and gelatin eyes 

and a brain resting on its head. 

“their fright so overblown, two horns 

they saw, rising from that brow so kissed, 

so fretted over fever, 

and tongues in all proportions from all orifices rise, 

and fingers like an iron gate, all knives and turning points 

that swiveled slowly in the dusky morning, creaking on their way.” 

James G. Poulos 



Navagio 

Eleni Boussios 
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Black Hole 

Its power is its mass, the density of an unfathomable amount of matter crushed 

in upon itself and bound up in the carousel motion of frenzied spinning. It 

warps space-time around it like the wrinkled sag of old skin until we, from 

such a great distance, cannot measure its age in light-years because there 

is no light. Inside its great girth is the place we can never know; no 

slope is steeper than event horizon. For to know is to enter; to 

enter, to perish and the knowing lost in the great downward 

current which sweeps in stars. Oh, to be Janus and speak 

of the darkness to the light in a sound of excruciating 

understanding! Instead we can suppose—what 

races, what marvelous manners of things lie in 

pieces at the crux of a thing so dark it eats the 

light? And every mark they sought to make 

might also be simply whirring subatomic 

particles in the belly of this great beast. 

Here is where our searching has brought 

us: to the understanding that we can 

never know. Hope. And wonder. 

But know, never. And so we see 

that minds, too, have an event 

horizon. We will never see the 

place that hurls stars together 

like cat’s-eye marbles and 

spews out the fury of their 

meeting in great fountains 

of gossamer gases; we will 

never see it, except that 

we don’t see it those 

nights when we gaze 

heavenward, 

searching. 

Alexis Blane 
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Indecision 

I want to crawl through outer space, 

Kiss Orion’s lips, 

Hang from stars that sting my face 

With light until I rip 

Wide open from the burning, 

Tear myself in two with yearning 

For a place where 1 belong, 

A footpath meant for me, 

Where every step I take is strong 

And every word can be 

Heard by those who will remember 

Fire when it’s down to embers. 

If I were a dream I’d scare the 

Child who dreamt me up, 

And all the saints would shout beware the 

Demons that erupt 

From inside the soul I’m dragging 

Like a choice I’m loathe to make, 

Indecision’s always sagging 

As the year takes on its weight. 

For the time has come to journey 

To the future I make mine 

And years of laziness and learning 

Ought to ready me to shine; 

So starlight, starbright, wish me home, 

I come to make my life my own. 

Rhett Isernan 
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Mother’s virgin mind 

mom believes in virgin women, 

experienced men brnte and right 

her father had more than one wife 

sharing Iris stories of concubine smoothness 

light scenes of almond-shaped eyes 

a comfortable substitute 

and only one substitute, he’d tell her mother 

as he left for “work,” dallied for months, 

his lady betrothed, sleek and slender 

like silk dolls he brought home for 

brief returns to mom’s mom’s bed, his true love 

also a foreign one 

mother’s father, 

this awkward man— 

known only in black and white photographs 

a tall timber yellow-skinned pipe-smoker 

who frequented trans-Atlantic whorehouses 

satiating concubines, wives and mother’s mother alike— 

was my mother’s hero. 

Chloe Estrera 
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A Poetic Response 

Everyman’s tale is the gold of 

our lives 

but everyday, you 

(who are not a you but an 

amalgam of cells and bones 

and already decaying skin) 

you stand Everyman up on 

the wall 

with a pale pink blindfold 

and a cigarette 

You want to 

cut the quiet moments 

the solitude, 

the dark pauses of thought, 

and to surrender as worthless 

the wild things, 

the unbeholden ones 

to the altar of 

an assumed truth. 

1 am there alone with torch and snuffer 

a quiet blinded guardian of 

all things illogical 

and understandable. 

Jason Wagner 
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Persephone’s Pleasure 

Heather Wasserstrom 
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Sestina 

You braise the sunlight with your body. 

Your angelic bones. 

Stand, tangible! Defy your definition (death) 

With that given in you 

The cry. Beauty: lines of music 

As you move, the shapes for restless light to love. 

If I could only rightly touch your sunharsh head, love 

Would startle into shape, and in your bright body 

The small beginnings of music 

Would strike deeper, straight through the bones 

And break apart your heart too. But you 

Are separate as a picture, and separation’s death. 

I’m climbing a slim ladder towards it. (Death) 

And I don’t know why I’m climbing, but love 

Is, I guess it is, anyway, you. 

And so I’m climbing for you. My body 

Climbs with stiff, solemn reality, all muscles and bones. 

But I think my soul blows music. 

And that’s because you are music. 

Is that because song is the death 

Of silence? But there’s silence in your bones. 

I’m confused. I make too many metaphors for my love. 

It is simply the brightness of that body 

That is you. 
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I love you I love you I love you - you - 

You. O You, forgive me for adoring your music 

I presume, in my love of your body. 

I am too well versed in separation - death - 

I know separation as I know love. 

But even separate, I know you. Your bones 

Your blood. Your soul. The flesh and bones 

And marrow of your dreams. You 

Who does not even know of my love 

You who are silence and music 

And the cry, not music, that falls into death; 

The beauty that is you, your body. 

I know. I know death. And I know music. 

The bones of my own dreams shatter for you, 

My love of your ever-separate, bright body. 

Sara du Sablon 



Santorini 

Eleni Boussios 
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Spinning Out 

I saw a string of web weighted by a seed 

like a caterpillar dangling from a twig, 

or an artist hanging there naked, looking 

really looking at the limitations of the body, 

of creativity, resilience to accept the art 

as a swaying limb, a growth within the body, 

an opening of the body to what it touches 

and what touches it. Swaying like a pendulum, 

touching and impeding motion by creation, 

everything a mind springing like a curl 

with an idea, a shape, a form we cannot join 

nor want to. 1 saw a web, and I thought 

it is purity and danger that holds us in here. 

Coming around eventually to contradictions 

like spring to fall, all of everything 

twisting and turning on itself and returning 

on itself. Spiders stringing brown beads 

down the center of the web until it’s too horrible 

to watch the moths struggle and the spider 

spinning herself out on her children. 

Joann Kleinneiur 
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Witch 

I looked at the moon tonight. 

It was clouded, 

a harvest moon, 

and it was my prayer. 

They scream 

WITCH 

as if it were a curse 

as if they could make curses 

(they can’t). 

But I can curse them 

with efficiency. 

It would be easier 

if they still burned us at the stake 

where I staked my claim- 

“I believe.” 

It would be easier to undergo 

trial by fire, and 

trial by water, 

than this earthbound 

trial by words. 

I try 

to ask the Goddess for patience, 

but I don’t want to understand them. 

I am not firewood, 

nor am I a Halloween costume 

nor am I their joke. 

I don’t want to be one of them. 

I want 

my cards, my candles, 

to spell out what I have learned 

and what I have gained 

from living with this earth 

rather than on it. 

Blessed be. 

Katy Wischow 



Prayer 

In cleaning my home, 

I clear away obstructions, 

I create space, 

that becomes a conduit, 

a circle, 

a calm envelopment of the holy, 

like my soft house robe, 

the warm grace it possesses, 

the pleasure it gives me on a cold morning, 

the body hung between two states, 

snug and heated beneath, 

yet chilly without, 

it is possible to be both, 

and if you can understand this, 

then you can understand how I feel sometimes, 

the dirt I praise with my muscles, 

becomes holy earth, 

the swirling ocean of soapsuds that tosses my 

clothing, 

becomes healing water, 

the veils of dust I banish with flicks of my wrist, 

teach me about wind and air and cloud, 

I purify the oven in transforming fire, 

I am bending my body, 

in harmony with my spirit, 

working the elements, 

moving the broom, 

stirring the cauldron, 

dancing out magic. 

Michelle Kalas 



The Real Warnings Are Always Too Late 

I want to go back to the winter I was born and warn you 

That I will flood through life like acid 

And you will burn yourselves on me. 

I will, on my sixteenth birthday, use the cake candles 

To se the basement aflame and run out laughing. 

Wearing the smoke like a new dress; 

Like Sleeping Beauty pricking her finger, the spell will begin, 

But not to sleep, to wake the madness. 

With a pocket knife 1 will try to root out that life 

You so eagerly started; 

1 will dent the garage door with my head, 

Drink Icehouse until four a.m., 

And jump from a gondola in Venice; 

1 will smash my ankle with a hammer 

And drive through stop signs with my eyes closed. 

I will cost you thousands in medical bills 

And more in love. 

For every greeting card poem, I will write four to hurt you; 

Some will be true. 

Other peoples’ lives will look perfect. 

You will search the house for its sharper pieces. 

And when they lock me up I will tell the walls I’m sorry, 

Hoping maybe you will hear. 

But these warnings come like candles 

After a night of pyres; 

I already know 

How you will take one look at that new life 

Screaming into the world, 

And open your arms, 

Thinking how, if it looks this innocent, 

It cannot be so bad. 

Rhett Isemati 

—24— 



Hansen 

David Hoang 
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johnny 

even in the sandbox they watched him a bit longer 

than the rest. 

the way his hands moved freely, but with such purpose 

to sculpt a castle, dig a hole that could well have gone to china 

if not forgotten over cookies and lemonade. 

johnny, they called him, after his grandfather. 

it was never said aloud, but they all marveled how 

he could keep such calm, and 

keep living, outlasting his namesake (who took his 

last breath facedown cold in a blueberry pie). 

he had emerged smiling disarmingly through 

scattered teeth no less than three times; 

once, dropped headfirst into the bathtub, 

once clipped on the headlight of a geo metro 

and once pulled to life again through a baffling 

living prism of blue— the pool’s waters had them 

worried and jumping, but always those eyes, always 

that smile, so they stopped worrying, 

they stopped jumping. 

“here,” grandpa said, “is a child of god.” 

then he collapsed facedown in a blueberry pie, 

that smoke from his last cigarette rising gently to the ceiling. 
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“you’re talking crazy,” his daughter said, prying the cigarette 

from his clamped fingers, it was a struggle; lie didn’t want to let go. 

(she was sorry those were the last words he heard—she 

hadn’t realized he was dead yet.) 

little johnny grinned over his mashed potatoes 

till his mother swooped him up, spoon and all, 

and deposited him in the sandbox. 

he dug steadily with the spoon while she 

changed the tablecloth, made necessary arrangements, 

and with both hands started in on a new pie: 

cherry, this time. 

Allison Gluvna 



Wooden Vessel Pouring 

Andrew Snow 

—28— 



Grandfather’s swim 

His children 
Their laughter falling through the tremors in his hands 
The wrinkles on his cheeks 
Curves like chalk outlines on occasional smiles 
His rocking chair and his granddaughter’s shoes 
The shadows that shape the outside 
A magnolia flower that bangs on the window 
Her picture pasted to the walls 
Her dresses and slacks breathing dust in their upstairs closet 
The squeak of the penultimate step 

A gaze across the open back door 
A wind 
The stagnant pond water embracing the bluff 
Buried in snow 
The feel of ice cube ripples 
A thousand bites on his freckled, shaarpei skin 
The white winter sky 
A view that turns 
Blurs 

Chloe Estrera 



Yucatan 

three decades’ dust 

blowing like smoke from passing cars 

bordered by palm trees in thickets of shacks— 

walls 

to repel invading eyes, 

content to massage themselves 

in the sin of cloistered resort escapes 

free from the shock of the thrifted 

three-fifty for their eight-hour days 

invading eyes, 

avert their gaze from the coal-black stare 

of stolen gold and fertility 

broad-shouldered bronze-backed slavery obscured; 

bitter dirt of wealth found in meagerness 

to me unintelligible 

—natural as rain to these... 

men of dust 

bounded from us 

know gulfs too wide jilt the senses 

find sustenance in servitude 

converge to the pattern 

of washing feet all day 

and washing hands 

in familial night 

obscured from the sin 

in their stolen village 

soiled product of exploit 

purchased and discarded 

in bacchanalian frenzy 

—30— 



still waiting 

in thickets of palm and poverty 

waiting 

choking on our alcoholism 

and salacious self-torture 

waiting 

in the Mayan ruins 

for civilization to prevail 

waiting 

in a sea of refuse 

for a pristine epiphany 

waiting 

in a sea of hedonism 

for Santa Maria 

waiting 

in time, for our redemption 

men of dust, 

forgive us our relentless greed 

and our despoiling passions 

forgive us urine on your banks 

and spit in your faces 

I know your grace; 

the coal-black eyes, renowned of history 

I know your unhurried generosity 

your familiar smiles 

and silent strength 

men of dust 

heed not our recklessness 

purified water and soulless air 

white-washed fences and drunken frenzies 

you are all we once became 

and that which we may yet 

hope to be. 

Jonas Blank 



Eyes 

Virginia Reagan Baydoun 
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Occupier’s Law 

I ate a prune from Paris Today 

Funny, it did not taste French 

Isn’t it after all the same rain 

that gives the Saharan cactus life? 

Why then, does a summer fig from Gaza 

taste distinctly occupied? 

Or a Haifan December Tangerine 

fading with diasporic pulp? 

I wonder, does the soil know 

when it will no longer be free 

to determine what fruit it will produce this season 

For labouring hands to claim: 

“This is a sovereign citrus”? 

Or has it simply been thieved 

of a natural fertility 

From hearts that have felt too much 

Or not had time to feel enough? 

Lai la El-Haddad 

—33— 



Letter home 

(Isabella the daughter stands with hands folded, speaking all her lines to the 

audience. Isabella herself paces, sits on the floor, talks to herself and the 

ceiling, as the character wishes, throughout the whole play.) 

Isabella the daughter: Dear mom and dad. 

This is your eldest, your smartest 

Isabella herself: miserable. 

daughter: in a temporary slump 

crumpled up in 

herself: tears 

daughter: frustrated sighs 

herself and daughter: only twice this week. 

herself: must have asked the white wralls 

and simmering moon 

what does it all mean? 

daughter: 1 have been asking myself various questions 

the kind a social worker or a psychologist would 

no need for alarm, maybe its nothing 

herself: or 1 may be clinically depressed 

chewing on those brand name Egyptian sheets 

you got me for Christmas 

wondering why I should wake up tomorrow 

daughter: I move on. 

herself: I dwell on. 

daughter: How have you been? 



herself: I dwell on. 

daughter and herself: I miss you. 

daughter: old enough now to make and take and be adult 

but blame me for wanting to crawl into 

parental blanket 

don’t. 

herself: the reassurance calms me 

and makes me want to do anything 

when really, 1 can do just so many things 

and not have to be everything to everyone 

daughter: as you have taught me. 

I can’t blame you. 

herself: what do you want, you ask 

what can we do for you? 

money? clothes? books? 

daughter: money? 

daughter and herself. no. none of those things. 

daughter: mom, 1 know this may be hard to say 

herself: the reason I’ve been so turmoiled lately 

that is, more than usual 

daughter: dad, I know this may be¬ 

herself: lie asked me to marry him. 

daughter: he asked- 
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herself: do you love me? 

like I didn’t 

like he didn’t 

like we needed to say it out loud to cement it 

why did he have to go 

and do that? 

daughter: double talk answers 

was I supposed to respond? 

herself: I mean. I’ve woken up in our bed for the last three 

years 

we don’t do everything together, do we? 

he doesn’t define me, does he? 

when you think of me, mom and dad, 

daughter: do you see me? Or him and me? 

I know this is my decision. Strictly 

herself: your call. It will all depend 

on how you think of me, you two. 

am I worth replacing me with him and me? 

daughter: I would appreciate a quick reply. 

herself: answer me now 

I need to blow 

(pause) 

he needs to blow. 

daughter and herself: I love you, Izzy. 

Chloe Estrera 

FINIS 
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With My Optometrist 

For fourteen years, Bobby has toiled 

steaming the frames with his sweat 

into an iron cage which gashes and spits 

forth the sparks of moments 

dilating my eyes to gasp 

an empty entirety 

ravenously blurring 

like a hole that hallows itself 

so that the truth reflects 

and refracts my spine 

with third degree burns 

focusing the revelation of his image 

to diverge my ocular aster 

and bestow upon me 

misshapen cornea and astigmatisms 

as he beats an instant 

into a deaf infinity 

save a second sight 

with my sockets gaping wounds 

from the image of his frame 

hammered in the back seat one night. 

Paralyzed from the neck down, 

seven years old and burning sound, 

Bobby bleeds me tears and assuages my sight. 

Mat Goldberg 
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My Purse 

is getting more grown up with each passing year. 

Where once it was something pouting and pink 

a provider of lip gloss and small plastic things 

it now holds my car keys, my house keys, 

my wallet, bulging with bills crumpled, 

coupons clipped and doubled over, 

a cell phone with its own sattelite network 

(an interstate hookup transmitting day and night) 

so I will never get lost. 

My purse is also packed with plenty of pens 

for possible suitors to write down my e mail— 

and maybe one suitor will outshine the others— 

he’ll make me his, and that will be that. 

Oh purse, 

oh grownup pocketbook, 

like my grandmother’s pocketbook brimming 

with kleenex which tasted like soap, 

when did this happen, 

when did I first need you 

to find my way home? 

Thank you, new and full purse 

with you, I have arrived— 

wringing my hands, 

worrying wordlessly, 

welcomed as a woman of the world. 

Susannah Cora 
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Automoto 

car radio 

no 

car stereo, no not yet so 

contained as yet 

so complete 

completely 

mono. 

car radio stereo walnut paneling plastic fiberglass cockpit 

the shuddering suggestion of stasis 

with a 

planet whirling in cyclical gas stations 

around you. 

beneath you. 

car radio 

no 

more voices from the outside world 

than can fill your head 

a finite collection, 

to 

be so small so often 

must be a terrible burden on the softer parts 

but 

not only car radio. 

more like stereo Calcutta maori shield laurentian shield temperature- 
controlled environmental oak dial polarized eyeballs in five key 

locations 

more like 

wheels 

and hands 

and wheels again, 

expanding yourself to fill a void 

created to suit your demands 

not car radio, just 

car 

will suit me fine, 

that kinetic aesthetic programmic prosthetic panoramic car. 

James O. Poulos 
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Senior Year Single 

What kind of man is in his own skin, and can’t stand the company 

—Bruce Springsteen, “Better Days ” 

I thought I was the best of all pals, 

the witty one with the zany zingers, 

the swelling heart, soft fingers on soft hands. 

And what could be better than me, me, me?! 

‘I will swim in a swirl of words!’ said I, 

i’ll whirl in the tides of plays and Poe! 

I’ll find time to finger the rarest of pages. 

I brow where I’m going. I’ll breathe good clean air!’ 

But air’s not the same when there’s no one else there. 

Somewhere there are houses, 

Grandfather clocks ticking 

and little feet clicking over stairs and through hallways 

The rooms smell like pot roast, or beer battered shrimp, 

or Crabtree and Evelyn rose potpourri. 

So when comes the part where I sit and wax whimsical? 

When comes the muse through my lattice-worked window? 

When will hypotheses clutter my table? 

And when comes the poems? Am I able? 

Oh, I’d like to fancy myself a philosopher, 

sorting our lives into fabulous theories— 

telling my friends all men are like ice cream, 

or tadpoles not full grown, 

or the streets after rain. 

I’m an expert, you know, I’m the belle of the ball! 

I get hit-on at Walmart by all sorts of beaus, 

they go traipsing through aisles of hair dryers and clothes 

just to tell me their theses, and ask for my name. 



But that’s not the same as somebody there waiting— 

a mother, a roommate, a scandalous lover, 

to care if I’m not home by three in the morning, 

to ask how I got that odd stain on my blouse. 

A spouse! In a house! 

I would love him quite duly, 

I would bring home great stories and new potpourri, 

I would rub his tired tootsies, 

and laugh like we do, 

and remember our favorite nights on TV. 

For here is the kicker 

about living alone— 

though the phone brings new mysteries 

and my posters are right, 

though I truly love Whitman and Williams and Foe 

and even Jay Leno at the end of the night 

My daytimes are vibrant, and rich like a quilt, 

but oh, how those moments alone get me, still, 

in the earliest morning and the latest of night, 

like cast-iron bookends around all my days. 

Susannah Gora 



Spare Change 

“Clink, clank... That’s our summer job.” laughed Ralph, his unruly 

locks shaking with mirth. 

“Baaa-booom... That’s our summer job. ‘Clink, clank’ is our 

paycheck.” I corrected him. 

“Oh. I’m sorry, Maestro. Did I offend your artistic sensibilities?” 

“Now, you’re just mocking me.” I answered. 

“Yes, I am, but 1 have to do something to distract myself from the 

heat.” He wiped his moist brow with the collar of his All County t-shirt. 

It was hot, almost ninety-five, with just a hint of shade twenty feet 

from our spot on the corner of 7th and Island Avenue. My mother had 

turned an unhealthy shade of crimson when I told her I had turned down a 

lucrative C.I.T. job at my childhood summer camp to spend my days banging 

garbage cans, as she put it. There were some perks to the job, though, a 

sparkling farmer’s tan. all the dogs I could run from, and all the spare change 

I could carry. 

Actually, the idea for our unorthodox job came from Ralph. Fast 

talking, slow walking, full of plans that never came to fruition, Ralph was the 

king of ideas. From his “Summer Snowball Service” that brought the 

snowball fight to you for a nominal charge, to his Slinky races that allowed 

bets of up to five dollars on one circular contender, I thought I had seen it all. 

But when he had approached me, drumsticks in hand, with a smile I knew too 

well, I understood the difference in his proposal. 

Since he had been able to walk, Ralph, according to his mother, had 

picked up anything handy and banged it against anything that stood still. He 

could pick out the beat in any song, and his first and only set of drums were 

his favorite possession. There wTas a cocky sense of pride in Ralph's eyes 

whenever he sensed a beat. He could feel the tread of school bus tires in his 

toes, and he could relate the rhythm of ocean waves through his drums. I, on 

the other hand, excelled in only one area, following my good friend Ralph. 

“Hey, break’s over!” he cried, grabbing his hastily made drumsticks, 

National Geographies (because they were heavier than Feople) covered with 

duct tape. I followed suit, and began banging my buckets in a complement to 

his freestyle tattoo. Two interesting looking females eyed Ralph, his lids shut 

in mock concentration, hamming it up for their amusement. Both were of the 

ponytail variety, my type, but not necessarily Ralph’s. Ponytails were girls 

with enough confidence to bounce in tight t’s and smile through nude 

lipstick, but not looks conscious enough to let their tresses fall free during a 

summer heat wave. 



I recognized one from somewhere, but did not acknowledge her, 

following percussionist’s rule #1 Never let the audience know that they are 

more interesting than the beat. Instead I inspected her in roundabout fashion, 

my hands working in practiced, if not talented, precision. As we segued into 

the freestyle portion, I allowed Ralph to perform alone, he always 

outdistanced me in a minute or two, and turned my match stick smile on the 

familiar femme. 

To my surprise, she did not respond with the usual interest. Instead 

she acted as though she did not see me, her gaze resting heavily on Ralph. I 

turned to see what she was staring at, and encountered Ralph, shirtless and 

wild haired, beating his cement buckets with a frenzy. He was pounding out a 

beat so irresistible, so enchanting, that I could not blame her for concentrating 

on him. It was hard not to stare at him, pure rhythm pouring out of his soul 

in an intense storm that drew more onlookers into the audience. 

Soon we had the largest crowd ever, toe tapping businessmen and 

women on lunch breaks, a traffic cop who stopped writing midway through a 

ticket to listen, a few tourists, with the two girls in front, smiling at each other. 

In an instant, there was a glimmering, a change so slight that at first I did not 

notice it, but then the alteration was immense. As Ralph allowed his music to 

lead us, the two girls began to follow him in a dance, as intricate and as 

simple as only improvisation can be. As they wove their web of movement, I 

realized that I had dropped my drumsticks on the ground and knocked over 

one of my buckets. People mistook my maltreated instrument for a collection 

bucket and began throwing light, wafting bills into it, overlooking the stained 

baseball cap that lay on the ground beside it. 

Finally, after what seemed like hours, Ralph grew winded and halted 

his solo. The girls stopped dancing, and the light applause from the scurrying 

working people did not do justice to what they had just witnessed. In the few 

moments of music Ralph had brought to the corner of 7th and Island, we had 

collected over fifty dollars. 

The girls came over to us as Ralph put his shirt back on, a goofy 

smile on his face. The ponytails were moist with perspiration from their 

impromptu performance, but were still held in the spell of Ralph’s beat. 

Speech seemed incredible after the bond the three had just shared, but Ralph 

pulled it off characteristically by commencing, “Boy, it’s hot.” 

They nodded, ponytails bobbing, mumbling about how steamy it was. 

Incredulously, they began discussing the weather for tomorrow, and I could 

not understand how they could have shared such a connection, and then 
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followed it up with such commonplace conversation. The familiar ponytail 

finally turned to me and asked, “Didn’t you go to Camp Candlewood?” 

I nodded, and replied, “What cabin were you in?” 

She turned out to be the short haired girl 1 had accidentally dumped 

sprinkles on at the ice cream social my last year as a camper. All 

embarrassment aside, I knew that something valuable had been lost as we 

learned more about these ponytails. The summer sun beat down upon our 

heads, stories and numbers were exchanged, and they went on their way, 

abandoning two beatnik musicians for air conditioning. 

“How did you do that?” I asked. 

“Do what?” Ralph replied with confusion. 

“Do whatever you did to hypnotize them.” 

“Oh, I just watched their ponytails until I got their beat. Once you 

get a girl’s beat down you don’t have to talk to her, she just knows you blow.” 

“Know what?” 

“If you don’t know that, you’re hopeless.” 

I left the subject alone but I got the impression that there was a force 

at play here that was deeper than the percussionist’s code. Had Ralph found a 

way to reach ponytails that was unknown to the untalented? I watched him 

sift through the day’s catch, a record in our business. 

“Could you do it again? 1 mean, with different ponytails?” 

Ralph turned to me, hair askew, shirt on backwards, face dripping, 

“Ponytails, Maestro, I can do that with any girl.” 

“All that with drums?” 

“No, Maestro, it’s all in the attitude. I could do that without my 

drums, it’s just faster that way.” 

He turned back to the bucket, threw the girls’ numbers into it, and 

jammed the empty hat on his head. “I think we’re done for today, 1 hope 

some girls come by tomorrow, 1 could use some gas money.” 

He started to leave, when 1 stayed his flight. “What about my cut?” 

“Oh yeah,” he slapped his palm to his forehead, like a frog landing 

on a lily pad, and dipped into the abandoned drum hugged to his chest. He 

came up with a fistful of coins, “Your cut minus the cost of the lesson.” 

He stalked off, fifty dollars richer along with the knowledge I knew I 

would never have, the understanding that people had their own beat, and if 

you could find it, they would give you more than their spare change, they 

would give you their hearts. 

Christina Peterson 



Street Musicians 

This is the New York beat 

that heartens my lungs to dig for my African grace. 

As the subway bites its way under city concrete, 

I extend my sable limbs to beckon the Jesus embrace. 

Russia wails for me; in my absence, she feels incomplete 

though my violin with each note flees back to my birthplace. 

This is the New York beat 

that orders me become more immigrant, more out-of-place. 

You snub the pounding of my drum. You try to delete 

the memory of my land’s soft sway and sultry face. 

As the subway bites its way under city concrete, 

I want the tracks to discover my Jamaican blood trace. 

This is the New York beat 

as the subway bites its way under city concrete. 

Lisa Marie Rying 
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Articulation 

They expect me to articulate lavishly upon this page. 

They always expect more than I can or want to give. 

This is just snapping fingers, 

Don’t have a rhythm 

No rhythm, no rhyme 

But I’ve got a Gap shirt. 

Smells Clean. 

It’s grey mainly, and red and green and blue and yellow 

and it’s warm. 

They don’t expect that from me. 

Articulation— yes 

but Gap, not a chance in hell. 

But I wear it proudly 

They figure it’s a rummage bag sale find 

that I bought it because it fit in the bag, 

that I wear it because it’s clean. 

This shirt, it fits in me. 

My hippie hair, my Birkenstocks, my bandanna 

Yeah— they all want it. 

Oh, but I’m supposed to be articulating, 

that’s what they say. 

They look at me and say: she’s a freak 

she writes 

I’m not sure if the two concepts 

roll into one like soft cookie dough 

or if one is the chips and one the dough. 

Altogether, they still make the Gap shirt unexpected. 

My sister, she has velvet pants. 

They’re tight. 

My shirt’s not. 

It’s comfortable. 

But just like they don’t expect the shirt, 

they criticize it for its comfort. 

I like pulling my hands into the sleeves, 

hiding out behind the shirt, 

like sometimes I hide out behind the words. 

Yeah— I can articulate all right. 

Kelly Lynn Mulvey 



Lost Spleen 

For most people it is a quaint notion 

That the heart encapsulates the source 

Of love, lament, despair and compassion— 

An emotional center guiding our course. 

It can fail like hope and beat again, 

Burn or break and still be fixed, 

Their time alive only ends 

When feeling dies in silent ticks. 

But some depend on vagrant means. 

Another organ with any name— 

My lot was a callow spleen 

They took away when the cancer came. 

So I go sustained by a hollow heart 

Teaching it slowly to fill its part. 

Brian Bank 
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Untitled 
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Casey Lance Brown 
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The Cafe at the End of the 

Universe 

Hey, brother. 

Been a while 

since we stumbled into the inkpot night, 

hearts pulsing and spines swaying 

to the beat of an exhausted tune. 

But now we must leave 

these Angels in the streetlights 

polishing the razor sharp street 

in time to catch the midnight train 

for the cafe at the end of the universe. 

There’s the whistle, 

like steam rising from the grates 

of a lonely tenement sidewalk, 

and its halo beam, 

burning white hot scars 

into the impervious night. 

Behold, the freight of history, 

with its Meershaum pipe smoke 

and gleaming eye of Fate 

crawling along like light and time. 

Follow me to the engine room, 

and observe on either side 

the faces scattered among the seats: 

some sleeping, some weeping, some smiling, 

some whiling away the ride. 

They are the faces of a thousand children 

grown old by asking strangers for the time. 
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The engine rumbles like King Midas’ stomach 

for its priceless supper, 

but we savages keep the spirit in the boiler 

from taking his great vengeance on man. 

Here, on my left, is 

a sightless piano player— 

the virtuoso of our humble crew 

with grizzled hair and a sometimes deferential, 

sometimes cynical smile 

molded by blind dealings with men. 

To the right is my pal the tramp: 

a beggar of the first degree, 

who lived well off men’s charity 

in a dumpster downtown 

before feeding the engine our bars of gold. 

Next, to allay our fears, 

are three of singular sophistication: 

The scholar, with his knowledge of the world 

and questions about the universe 

The priest, who blowing the universe 

fears for the world 

And the honorable Senator, with 

a zeal for the gossip of either domain. 
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Last of this motley crew, of course, 

is myself, 

whom you know as well 

and forget as easily 

as a jester’s apprentice 

in a hall of kings. 

Brother, we have traveled far 

across a continent of speculation 

to this edge of silence, 

pierced only by the whistle 

of a blind man’s blues. 

But this steel caravan 

rolls through tunnels of fire 

like a wagon over a grain of sand, 

so do not fear. 

Before you know it, we’ll be sitting 

in the cafe at the end of the universe 

listening to the last note 

of the final bar 

of a troubadour’s eternal ballad. 

Sam Malone 
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With My Overflowing 

Amphora 

(upon viewing Matisse’s “Woman wih Amphora and Pomegranates”) 

I walk through the village, a woman in simple cloth. 

Each day I carry the amphora my mother bestowed for my dowry, 

trying to balance the weight of responsibility above my head. 

Sometimes, it is too easy, oh how it is easy 

to hear the elders praise my discipline 

as I cany the pomegranates from hut to hut. 

“She is a good woman to bear such burden so well,” they say, 

but they do not know the gravity of my work. 

They do not know how my arms grow tired 

as I always reach for the sun, ignoring the laws of science. 

Withdrawn, away from the hum-drum of their talk, 

I let it all fall with one single, silent shrug. The fruit falls 

for the comfort of the earth. Two, three, four 

fall to my calloused, sandled feet, and I must stop and stoop. 

By the forest path, alone in my own thoughts, 

it is here 1 hold the seedy, red fruits within expectant fingers. 

I want epiphanies. I want to know myself as sure as I feel this fruit. 

Then, I realize I have held my arms raised for too long 

as my blood re-discovers my veins, and I tingle. 

I pick one fruit at a time with my anxious hand 

that falls off the edge of each spherical red earth, each leathery rind. 

Just when 1 feel lost from every country and know no map exists, 

my fingers rip the surface to reveal the translucent pulp within. 

The fruit bleeds, and I know it was once alive with its own force. 

Someday, I too will be ripped and feel disconnected 

from the way I know I am supposed to live. 

Only when I find by myself the overflowing fruit contains many seeds, 

Only when I know my seed and that tree are husband and wife, 

only then am I able to imagine each unwritten story’s woman and boy, 

each forest’s secret path, each poem inside of me. 

Lisa Marie Rying 



Bias 

Pleated skirt plaid running loose on the ground torn at the seams in a flat field 
daisy fickle direction and a plea for liberty. 

She walks lonely and bold as her mother’s wish true and simple as sunrise in 
the morning not so true as the scars on the right hand. 

Self-Inflicted pregnant white shirt supple truth and a placid father alone 
vagrant with a newspaper and a mustache on the sofa knees crossed 
bifocals glancing over the rim. 

Metal cold steel the heat and scared of pride at the naked daughter asking his 
wallet’s power and he was the teenager who blocked her up down the 
door of sanctity in a fifty-seven Chevrolet. 

Bastard stepgirl halfman unwanted shielded fright lonely pride and 2 pained 
window between us so see me but know me not. 

Coffee spilled stomach stained blood infest and dirty clothes tossed over a chair 
with an apron and some alcohol. 

Lost where did she go to hours in the room with a hanger and some gasoline 
and a limb in her stomach just pleading for amputation. 

Appendix true soulless god and a worshipped notion birth and crazy lifers 
through the wall slip into a doctor’s hands into a madman’s world. 

Seventeen dripping dry from the shower of reality in a puddle of regret water 
broken seams from the dress drab and curly hair split ends hairdryer 
six o’clock every morning drain. 

Kindness is condescension and all she wants is a little taste of liberty from her 
memories in the backseat of a rundown half tank fifty-seven eighteen 
soulless limb. 

And the thought that haunts her is the despair embrace culture ridden clean of 
Jesus crept inside and semen sent with a lung of rhetoric and a limb 
lifeless dependent appendix. 

Kevin Ferdowsian 
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Seven True Sentences 

I have held the hand of my one year-old screaming sister, while two 

guerrillas searched our car with loaded machine guns on the side of a narrow 

dirt road in the outskirts of Santa Anna, El Salvador, as they waited for us to 

speak our native tongue and reveal our American heritage, so they would have 

an excuse to slaughter us in daylight.... I have kissed the face of a 108 year- 

old woman, who smoked cigars everyday of her life and gave birth to eight 

children, and now lay dying on moth eaten cotton sheets with spittle on her 

chin, a film of glaucoma covering her eyes, and her hands resting against the 

hollow of her breasts in preparation for her departure.... 1 have sat on the 

swings of my rusty jungle gym, feeling the cold earth beneath my naked feet 

and listening to the arguing voices of my parents, as I tore the wings from fire 

flies and watched their lights dim and eventually die out.... I have witnessed 

my father mad in rage over his cold dinner slap my mother, as she tore his 

Saint Anthony from his neck, leaving the pieces at my feet, and the policeman 

asking me who hit whom first because I was the only witness.... I have lost my 

footing as I struggled to climb crumbling Mayan ruins and could only reach 

one blade of grass to pull myself up, as my father’s smiling face glared at me 

from firm ground above, but extended no hand despite my pleas.... I have seen 

from the corner of my eye two headlights glare at me but not brake in time as 

they hit my car, making it spin from one lane to the next and eventually stop 

on the front lawn of an old man, who had been fixing his wooden lawn 

ornaments, and now stood gazing at the broken stop sign and the bewildered 

girl leaning on the crooked steering wheel.... I have yet to experience love or 

death, instead dealing with the unbearable pain of existing for no reason, for 

being without being, for aimlessly writing with no escape, for trying to work 

for some unattainable goal in hopes that one day I will be loved, so that one 

day I can die, so that one day nothing will matter, but everything will count, 

so that one day it will all be for something even though I can’t watch. 

Julie Calidonio 
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Kelleigh 

Virginia Reagan Baydoun 
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Untitled 

(God damn you.) 

My mother cried tears for you. 

You know that, right? 

My mother the cold and calculating 

She cried for you. 

I cried too. 

That’s no secret. 

I cried to you, 

and for you, 

and with you, 

and because of you. 

But my mother, 

I saw the tears 

(That’s the only way I’d ever 

believe she was capable 

was if I saw them. 

Remember? I told you that once.) 

What did you do? 

Tell me your secret. 

In your final moments, 

My face already red and salty, 

I saw her eyes well up. 

It wasn’t ‘til after I’d finished my mourning, 

My crying. 

That I realized what I’d seen. 

My mother with a pure emotion, 

Her with a tear. 
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Do you know how hard I’ve tried? 

I’ve fought, bled, and worked. 

I’ve loved, and lost, and hurt. 

And still the most I get out of her 

Is a discerning glare. 

She’s my mother for Christ’s sake. 

Y’all weren’t even related. 

Weren’t even lovers, 

Just friends, 

And she cried for you. 

Why can’t you give me a hint? 

Descend from your heaven and help me. 

Please. 

What do I have to do? 

I just want her to look at me once, 

(She doesn’t have to cry) 

Just look at me like I’m real. 

What do I do? 

Do I die first 

hike you? 

Ashley Cathleen Crowe 
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the last dollhouse 

crumpling a wing-like 

cellophane 

window, i see 

toothmarks on the ceiling, 

an empty matchbox room 

no bigger than 

lydia’s little finger 

rewarded with smiles, 

a Big Plastic Bandaid 

(it’s as good as dead, 

i thought; 

it’s pink as sweet, i said.) 

no bigger than miracles 

or gods maybe 

the guests inside pass the cake: 

eating and drinking 

and learning and breathing 

and seeing not feeling and 

thinking just 

thinking 

a complicated dialogue 

of silent o’s; 

the whole screaming 

house overturned, 

a flex of my finger 

a blink of lydia’s eye 

spills the boneless beads 
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and i’m still climbing 

foot foot over rusted foot— 

this cardboard dome 

sways under my 

devastating weight. 

i should fall— 

scramble my features 

on the sidewalk, 

i should just let myself go. 

but i’m still in it for the 

catch; just for a 

sugar-spun 

peep 

into lydia’s iris— 

her body is warm; 

her light keeps me coming. 

Allison Gluvna 

—59— 



Venice’s Way to God 

i. 

Venice is a siren 

caught in her own web 

of water streets 

floating in a gondola. 

A little actress, 

reminding us 

of our loneliness, 

she calls to her audience 

to come to the water, 

see how it is the color 

of waxy eucalyptus 

and burns at sunset 

like red-hot glass. 

Bring yourself frozen 

and packed hard by winter, 

she whispers, 

to the spines of my bridges, 

arch backward over 

my boat, and dissolve 

at the edge like 

flame melting down wax. 

II. 

Her mooring rope 

is woven from the hair 

of all the women 

who have not 

been able to resist 

the lap of water. 

She says what 

the women understand, 

Help me, 

and means it 

because she cannot 

help herself 

from slipping down. 

60 



III. 

She calls from a half-dream, 

half-way between 

death and life, 

swaying with a fever, 

the coldness of a gray 

Venetian dawn pressing 

her down into irrationality, 

the dreams of everything 

she has not done 

tormenting her. 

IV. 

Once a year 

during winter carnival, 

Venice leaves her bed 

to walk 

through the mass 

without her mask. 

Returning to herself 

in a swirl of fire, 

music, laughter, 

she is caught 

into a dance, 

smiling, thinking, 

This is really me, 

I’ve forgotten what it’s like 

to be myself this year. 

Joann Kleinneiur 
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Thunder Ode 

Tonight, the entire East Coast is on fire 

under a dark hand with shadowess mounts of night. 

Like the child who runs from these bleak midnight stills, 

we have to know fire includes more than just flesh. 

Then, 1 say the entire gridded map of home 

erupts on fire like a Confederate map 

of war that seemed to predict the certain future. 

So we run and the people retreat to their homes 

like devout followers to a vandalized church, 

and we bathe in the naive freedom of comfort. 

We believe that the simple belief is enough. 

However, we only know love- demand true love- 

if measured by our eyes, counted by our fingers. 

Yes, tonight the gods take our honest photographs. 

We freeze in the brutal whites and blacks of our faith 

that fuel the incessant spark of an unknown world 

with its own hated, imperfect paparrazzi. 

As the darkness and light dance like ballerinas 

of soliloquies, they are given immortal names, 

labeled as evil and good, guilt and innocence, 

as God sorted his garden of woman and man. 

The contrasts remain through the sky clad centuries, 

through the dogmas’ deep, inexorable tumblings 

in that one unnamed god’s stomach that never lies. 

That hunger- for the truth, for a touch, for the touch 

of divine uncertainty makes our eyes sculpted 

into keen Wisdom, searching more than just knowledge. 

Angles, spirits, come. In a sudden angry wind, 

our ivy veins are blown in this solid rhythm. 

We begin to entwine on darkened house stages 

with deliverance as our own best audience. 

So, we are the fire of this entire Coast. 

That arabesque shadow of life bends us to know 

that mere belief has its own heathen underworld. 

Lisa Marie Rying 
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Niki 

Eletii Boussios 
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Waltz Out of Time 

Eliminative Materialism in its pure form, 
its fire-and-brimstone Last 
Judgement form, postulates that love 

as we know it 
does not really exist 
at all. Our terminology, it feels 

without really feeling 
is inadequate. There are, after all, many 
kinds of love—from infatuation to 
lust to the love of a mother for 
her child that longs to swaddle 
him up in cloth so the world cannot get 
in. What good, then, is a word 
that means at once all of these 

or none of them— 
by which we cannot distinguish? 
We must, says Elminative Materialism, do 
away with love entirely; all these 
different analogous feelings can be described 
by closely related (but distinct) patterns 
of neural firings. Biological; 
chemical; physical; 
an orderly system that obeys simple 

if yet undetermined 
laws. This loving just confuses things. 

For now, only this instant, however, 
I choose to forget. I do not want to 
know. Now there is the breeze 
of your breath on my cheek, 
the warmth of your hand crooked 
in the small of my back, and 
threading through us both the 
steady heartbeat of a lone 
saxophone that needs only this one, 
wordless system of expression. All I ask 
of myself—of my sometimes gods—is 
this holistic ignorance of 
the how of things. Not always. 
Not even until tomorrow. Only within 
this song-space until the last note 
dies and the crystalline instant shatters 
back into Reality. 

Alexis Blane 
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Editor ’.v Note: 

We on The Archive/<?/f that Allison's poem 

lent itself well to a special bookmark format. 

Let it mark your place in the Fall 1998 edition 

i could be just as 

strong as you just as 

lovely as dappled may. 

i’m so skinny I can fit 

between the pages of 

shakespeare 

without making a single 

bulge or dent. 

you could carry me 

days 

and never feel the weight 

of this fretful solitude dangling 

from useless fingers. 

i’d mark your place 

and you wouldn’t have to do 

anything just 

turn the pages from 

time to time. 

second love poem 

kicking this monument 

takes my time: 

it’s all a great sticky ruse 

crowned by those hymns 

to the divine— 

your black eyes 

your scorching looks. 

Allison Gluvna 
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She Speaks of Hiroshima 
Valerie Johnson 

-to Yamaoka-san 

It has been fifty years since I last smiled, 

she says. My shoulder melted to my cheek. 

Couldn’t find a husband, or have a child. 

She sits erect and wearily she speaks. 

I walked to work that day with my best friend. 

The bomb flashed bright. She ran into the stream 

to cool her skin. I watched her die, and then 

the world is full of melting skin. I scream. 

Piles of burning flesh lie all around. 

I scream so they know I’m alive and 

not throw me to the maggots on the ground. 

I hear now of a wall at Smithsonian 

about that day— one screen: it shows the jet 

above, a button pressed, the proud cadet. 



Pastfuture, Futurepresent 
Jason Wagner 

It was years from now 

and they had begun asking 

for all the people, all that would, 

to bring their pictures—photos, that is— 

back in for recycling. 

It was something 

about a shortage, they said 

And they had run out of the 

stuff, the basic substance, that 

you or anyone could make memories from. 

So all the people, well, 

most of the people, the good average citizens at least, 

came and stood in long lines 

flipping and sorting through pasts 

one last time waiting for the shredder. 

And when it was finished 

the people who gave, 

who watch old babies, and 

family reunions, and trips to Paris go 

up like so much paper, ask 

Who will make new images? 

Who would have the film for life? 

And they, with their hands now dripping 

with thousands of pulped people and things 

will say, not you, not you, not you... 



The Act of Returning to Nothing 
Ayriij Vijtxs 

She said Boston 

Was too brassy, too new 

Too contrived. 

I don’t know why she came— 

Maybe to fade into 

Other people’s backgrounds, 

The way you can, 

In a city not your own. 

He was dead 

But I wasn’t to mention that; 

He could be like 

All the others 

(In the next room 

Until she goes looking). 

Too bad he was home to her. 

Finally, with me, 

At the wrong restaurant, 

Waiting for her daughter, 

She drank her tea 

While it was still too hot; 

She must have burned 

Her mouth badly. 

She said she would return to 

Dublin. 

I could envision her 

Walking in the door 

Of a home she no longer knew 

Not really knowing 

Where she’d been. 

She told my mother 

She didn’t want to fumble on 

In this misery. 

I think she was too afraid 

To reach for what she wanted 

In case she should succeed. 



My father takes me to the 
cultural revolution 

Hao Xku 

“There are things I know, steps I’ve taken 

that you don’t need to take. 

my father never told me how to go about life. 

I will tell you these things,” 

so on and so on the lectures proceed. 

I can hear words, but I can’t listen. 

I discontinue the dialogue 

because we’ve mouthed the same exchange before, 

its in our vocabulary, one so spare 

half the time we make sounds 

to confirm that the other still has ears. 

“how could Mao kill so many people and 

get away with it?” I venture to ask. 

he doesn’t answer directly, 

but for once tells a story. 

his brother had just been incarcerated 

for saying something uncomplimentary about 

the Gang of Four, 

“Jiang Ching is a slut,” 

or something silly like that, 

from Shanghai to see him. 

1967 was hungry for answers, 

answers with no questions. 

other boys are jammed into the box 

all bodies touch, no one sits, 

the collective despair is palpable, 

for this will be the longest 

one-way ride some of them 

will ever take, 

across the country to farmlands 



in inner China, 

they will stand for two days 

with no anticipation except 

to know what the work will be. 

some will uproot turnips, 

some will dig trenches, 

some will build dams, 

others will plant rice, 

feet wading in murky water 

for slow, dragging years. 

when my father shits to the Sechuan dialect at will, 

when he gets in the kitchen to mince chilies, 

it takes him back to those fields, 

the 60s spent picking garlic, 

I smell it when he eats cloves of raw garlic. 

simple pleasures are taken in those returns, 

beyond just the sharp taste of raw garlic, 

to a pleasure of not being there any longer. 

some were buried there, 

marriages were broken, 

sons and daughters changed complexion, 

“a whole generation wasted,” he’s convinced. 

I can only think of myself, and my mother, 

who picked rice for six years after 19. 

lao gai, work correction, class reconception, 

some call it a cultural revolution. 

I still don’t understand the term. 

some of these boys will not return as men, 

will never take the train back to the Shanghai station, 

and those who return will be brown and skinny, 

they will still love china but mutter 

death wishes for the great chairman. 

some of these mothers, all of these mothers 

are pathetic looking, red puffy eyes 

crying, making terrible whining sounds 



as if the train was going straight to hell, 

some of these mothers know it is the last 

of their sons, all of them know they will 

never see young men again, 

my grandmother stands with her head up, 

he recalls she is stoic, 

does not honor the event with expression, 

as if defending the last bit of crumbling 

will by not dignifying the event with 

wasted tears. 

the train slowly exhales the first breath of burning coal, 

a respiration which generates frequency with exertion, 

rising to a threshold which announces 

definite departure and last glances back, 

at the moment the train performs this routine, 

my father reenacts this precisely: 

“there is a terrible noise, 

a scream of collective doom, 

a terrible noise.” 

and his face gets all red from reenacting a scream 

I can hear. 

the dead pools of his mother’s eyes turn away from 

the gaze of the train. 

she leaves all of the other mothers’ sobbing. 

they will cry until the train is gone and inaudible. 

they will cry when they get home. 

his mother turns and walks to her Shanghai flat, 

as if she knows something the others do not. 

I wonder if she knew, if my father knew 

as the train departed that she would 

die, that her heart would arrest from 

suffocation before she could see her boys. 



They say that she died for the people’s republic, 

that she died of the cultural revolution before 

she was ready. 

I was born ten years after 

she was killed with lies. 

My father has another memory, 

he remembers getting up to piss 

in the middle of the night, 

muttering prayers for Mao’s death, 

as he did every night as a meditation. 

The next morning, Mao died, 

a year and 3 days before I arrived. 

There are times when I watch my dad 

sitting there poking at 

a keyboard trying to convince the world 

that he is an important ethnographer, 

trying to prove that the Hungarians 

spawned from the Manchurians, 

that the Turks came from Korea 

while my mom works long hours at the shop 

and I think, 

who forgot to raise this kid? 

do I call home, 

hoping my mom will answer, 

only to talk to him because 

he showed up at the right time 

and place to father me? 

But occasionally when he forgets to 

“tell me things” and lets me look 

at him just as another guy from 

a storied place and a trying time, 

I have to think, 

where did this man come from? 



Waiting for the Dalai Lama, 
Dharamsala, India 

Jacob Harold 



Poem for a Computer Age, Composed on 
a Word Processor 

Samuel Butler 

10 PRINT “ENTER POETIC EXPERIENCE” 

20 INPUT X 

30 PRINT “ENTER INVOCATION OF MUSE” 

40 INPUT I 

50 PRINT “ENTER RHYME SCHEME” 

60 INPUT M 

70 PRINT “ENTER METER” 

80 INPUT W 

90 SEND X—>1 

100 X+PR 

110 M+W=0 

120 R/W=P 

130 PRINT “YOUR POEM IS AS FOLLOWS:” 

140 PRINT P 



untitled 
Courtney Queeney 

my body makes noises 

I cannot recognize, and do not 

want. I am turning 

twenty, already, the skin 

below my eyes has spun itself 

out, ready to wrinkle, in certain 

lighting, I see the old woman 

I will become 

hovering, patient 

in the angles of my face. 

II. 

you woke me with your thrashing, 

your insistence on tangling the bedding 

around the stray limbs 

slung across my mattress 

in the dark you are just a body 

in my bed, long and pliant 

hair arranged in an irregular sculpture, 

or an exotic-leafed plant 

blooming dark against the white of the linen. 

you could be any body, in this light. 

your breathing is boxy, and has 

rough edges, it is keeping 

me from sleep. 

III. 

outside 

the sky is the color 

of a halved cantaloupe: 

orange, flat, flesh 

with terrible dark-haired trees 

like mutilated bodies charred upon it. 



Joan 
Mtchcile KmI&s 

It all depends on what you believe, 

this world reflects the beholder like a pool, 

mundane or magical, 

good or evil, 

or something very different, 

the water isn’t clear, 

I can only tell what I know, 

the people were tired and hungry, 

war was something we had learned to love in its constancy, 

the way my hands became sore then blistered then burst 

then sore 

from hoeing soil or scrubbing laundry. 

When I went to the fields and woods, 

gathering wide baskets of yarrow and lavender, 

or reaping the harvest with mother and my sisters, \ 
I always heard it, 

the tender rumble of the spirit around me, 

yes I knew then all that was to come, 

yes I became ready. 

The first vision was of the holy Mother and Her Son, 

I did not expect to see her angry, 

because on the walls of churches, 

she stood with downcast submission, 

but to me she spoke directly and fiercely, 

with compassion, 

every day as I held the longsword between my hands, 

and swung to the straw target again and again, 

until my arms ached and wearied with the burden, 

it was her voice I heard reminding me that I was to fight, 

in Her name, to bring peace. 



As I rode with the army through the countryside, 

women asked me to lay my hands on their bellies, 

to bless the unborn children within, 

they knew my strength flowed from the deep, old source, 

they knew that my visions were ripples of clarity, 

I came through battle scorched in gristle and marrow, 

my armor tarnished as brown as the rich fields I had 

left behind, 

and I never stopped hearing the voices, 

coming from all directions, 

that when they lit the pyre, 

the flames licked me into their source. 



on black 
pooja. Kum ar 



Half-breed 
Aitson Haddock 

“Half-breed.” 

She taunts me. 

She can’t see past my scabs and scars 

Beneath my pink-tan-coffee-stained skin 

Where drumming African platelets 

Entice German-Polish-Swedish antibodies 

In a sensuous rumba. 

She can’t feel in my prints 

The embedded smell of 

Sweet potato pie and bratwurst dinners 

My short and muscular fingers have clutched 

and spooned. 

My kinky hair—my father’s. 

My long, thin legs—my mother’s. 

Her features are flat and same 

as a plate. 

Three food groups. 

All one color. 

In a finger prick— 

Indistinguishable. 



Desire 
hCa.therine liacjopian 

You tell me you wanted him too. 

The air slaps our faces 

causes us to huddle shoulder to shoulder like flowers. 

We find my black sweater lying in the parking lot 

a dead animal, a severed string heavy with rain 

you place, so gently, in back of your car. 

We are delighted by this congruence. 

You say—the eyes, the eyes. 

I say—the mouth, the mouth. 

You say—in the lamplight he is opium smoky and dark. 

I say—in the flex of the sheets I wanted to stroke across 

his thigh. 

Our hands meet across the sweater, 

swallow the dampness in the rough of our palms. 

Such things can never be spoken— 

the night dividing itself between our headlights 

the passion of air moist with rain. 



Sickle Moon and Sun 
Nl tsirk 



Schooling 
Susannah Qora 

I remember the day in ninth grade we learned what 

comic relief was— 

the bone Homer throws us, or Shakespeare, whoever, 

to ease us poor readers from our own bated breath. 

So in the midst of things like dying kings there’d be a 

clown or fool 

with food dribbling down his chin. 

Too, I remember being in the thick of ‘Moby Dick,’ 

and on the day we read ‘a gray November in my soul’ 

it was indeed a gray day, 

November, no less. 

Outside, the hounds of the city honked on, 

we could hear the garbage trucks kneel and belch, 

but mainly it was quiet in room 608. 

We sat in a circle, comfortably we’d sit, 

learning the art of bullshit, and words like simile. 

Farther back in years, much farther back 

in second grade, the sun seeped through the windows 

and poured onto our plastic cups. 

Miss Trager had a heart of gold, 

she’d sneak outside to steal a smoke, 

then come back in to teach us about right and wrong. 

‘Wrong’ was the mean girls, licking their lip gloss, 

Upper East Side girls who only wore pink. 

‘Right’ was me, always in turtlenecks, face in a book, 

getting odd looks. 

One warm day, as if just for me, Miss Trager put this 

word on the board: 

Onomatopoeia. 

‘Who knows what this word means?’ I knew it, and 

only me 

and I explained it with such glee, as if doing a 

touchdown dance. 



I gave a definition wise yet quick. 

‘It’s the word zip when zippers go zip. It’s the boisterous 

buzz of a bee.’ 

How pleased I was with myself. 

It was a warm, good day. 

Now, when I learn things, they need to be deep, 

sweeping, cinematic, watery, a dream. 

My friends and I, we learn in slow motion, 

it takes years to know if you even know love, 

time trips our feet up, caresses our ankles, 

you could be thirty and still not settled down. 

So I yearn for that time when we learned concrete things, 

the intricate method of tying shoestrings, 

the impetuous buzz of a bee. 



New Mexico Departure 
f icio Zha 

Her thumbs gut peppers. She fills the kitchen with music. 

In Alberquerque, we hear waterdrops and count 

the minutes by the length of a shadow, 

scaling the ground while we walk under 

uncertain phantoms who exorcise in the morning. 

Silence, I found her silence moving. 

Transitions, between clear and warm, between moving 

and stasis, I cross these boundaries from sleep in morning 

to sitting on the dirt patio listening to music 

from the kitchen fade into silence, losing count 

of the stars and crickets. And her shadow 

takes a breath, I wonder who’s spell she’s fallen under. 

Her eyes dictate words, my thoughts shuffle under¬ 

neath the tongue, as if only the five senses count. 

For example, when we drove east from Phoenix, that 

morning 

we stepped out of the Parkstrand Motel, her shadow 

disappeared and I couldn’t tell where the music 

was coming from. I could not speak to her for hours, 

moving 

east in paralysis. Now after months, my parents are 

moving 

from where I grew up to the city. Mother said they 

didn’t count 

on me anymore, as if I disappeared from their life, as a 

shadow 

disappears when the sun sets. I rise from mourning 

the wrong moves, lather my face and hair under 

the showerhead. She hums a tune I don’t know, music 



I will never understand, but will remember. I turn on 

music 

to dress. Earlier, the alarm screamed, eliciting no 

response under 

the covers, my hand on her belly, but this morning 

anticipates an appointment with the doctor in town, so 

a shadow 

falls over the house, which is a rare occurrence moving 

from California to New Mexico to Texas, but we count 

this day and every day as news, though I fear I’m losing 

count, 

for she is months late, and we were moving 

on with our lives, outlasting the desert and the shadows 

of long native faces. We had planned to head northeast, 

under 

the condition that it was the last of New Mexico and 

open mornings, 

dusty afternoons at flea markets, bare evenings and 

deserted music. 

This morning in the doctor’s office I count back from ten 

while she is 

under expert hands, my mind moving from state to state. 

I notice 

the music in the lobby, and the shadows cast across our 

faces. 



passing through Nevada 
Aie-jc Fattat 



Domesticated Girl 
Lisa JViarie fUjing 

I have cursed that chandelier 

like you would not believe. 

It was my enemy for summer fun 

when my mother assumed it as my chore 

to clean in expectation of company, 

I loathed it like an unknown ambassador 

because it was nothing like me 

with all of its pompous glitter and show. 

Cloths and chemicals reeked upon my hands 

as I tried to balance between the light 

and the ground. In servant motion, 

my fingers moved in tempo 

along their common mineral of goal 

to get the stupid chore over with. 

My aunt Sophie, who later proclaimed 

my two-dimensional memory of cancer, 

urged my mother to buy this bargain, 

as if part of a future dowry. 

Still, by hands groped 

to handle the complexity of what I saw 

within those arctics of small crystal. 

Years add dust as we move 

from home to house to house. 

I have come to terms with its vile need 

to be cleaned like a rich man’s daughter 

on the night of the governor’s ball. 



I now enjoy the maid in me 

that smiles at her once beloved foe 

as I make a difference in the level of light 

my family sees on special nights. 

The gradients shimmer the walls of Sundays 

like unspoken angels of a sunset. 

Now, I boast of my ability 

to make the crystals behave like children 

with the dirt removed. 



Bean by Bean 
Nicole Jilts set l 

Her hands break bean by bean and 

throw each piece into the pot. Her 

fingers are fat and stumpy, her knuckles 

large and wrinkled. They are decorated 

with the many rings my grandfather 

has given her through the years. Each 

diamond and ruby is a reminder of the slap 

or punch given just a week or a day before 

the jewel. They giltter and shine in the juice 

of the beans. Forty-two, maybe forty-three 

years she’s been breaking those beans. Carefully, 

carefully. Neither drop of dirt nor bit of bruise 

falls into the pot. Her jeweled fingers snap 

bean by bean. And down the kitchen sink 

go all the leftovers. 



love letters, unsent 
Courtney Queened j 

I. 
I wish this gnawing of you 

at my insides 

(this small root wormed deep 

within my flesh) 

would grow tired circle 

lay down sleep. 

II. 

It’s late, but I can’t sleep 

my room too hot, my skin 

slick 

a thin sheen of sweat 

like another careless, looped 

layer 

of skin loose 

over my body’s borders 

(slippery) 

my skin burns, with the heat 

and the palm spread phantoms 

of all your fingertips 

not touching me now, (again) 

III. 

How are you? 

I’m fine. But 

you should feel the wind here. 

Really—it blows 

right through clothes. 

I feel naked 

in the middle of some streets 



and I think of you. 

It’s tiring, 

the push and pull of it, 

the wind 

insisting you go this way, 

or that. 

I’ve just come in, 

I’m limp 

as a wrung rag, 

sagging, 

nothing solid about me 

as I write this. 

IV 

are my words 

the same as my love? 

what do you see in them, 

in the spaces between— 

are they cowardice, or bravado? 

(I’ll never ask you) 

V. 

let me apologize, now 

for the way my love 

insisted on growing, at home— 

away from me 

and triangular, 

uneven 

I am without the 

predictability 

of right angles 

I was all hard lines last year 

obtuse angles pushing you way, 

acute ones cramping you close 

I love too much, or too little 



VI. 

there are boys here 

but they are just empty jars 

I try to pour you into 

or flat as paper 

I can’t sketch your likeness on— 

I try and fail, 

try and fail. 

VII. 

you are a sleeve of constant air 

around me 

evaporating slow, stubborn 

(this means: 

I’m missing you) 

this is not just tonight 

this is every night 

VIII. 

somewhere between sleeps 

I wake to the slow arrythmia 

of fireworks exploding, the 

erratic one-two of light 

staining, 

bleaching my carpet 

wind pushes branches 

against my window 

asking terrible, insistent 

questions— 

how can I possibly go back 

to any of my other, older 

lives, 

31 

after this? 



The Next Generation 
Santiago, Atitlan, Guatemala 

Jacob Ha raid 



I do this I do that 
Hew Zku 

(for Frank O’Hara) 

It is an emergency every day, 

negotiating between inhaling 

and expiring, exploding and 

deflating, but since you showed up 

and showed off, 

we can all take our pants off 

and briefs, warming skins in the 

greenhouse of fruits and celebrated 

weeds, jump on the backs of 

kangaroos, associate with 

12 different painters, all straight 

and gay and gay and straight, 

eat a jujube, whatever that is, 

probably round with knots 

rocking, bruised and broken, 

but still happy, you’re 

drinking, I’m drinking, in that 

case I’ll learn how to cope, 

or more accurately, 

to suck it up, lunch and 

color fields, from you. we’ve 

rendezvoused on every corner, 

you’ve dropped in welcome 

and buzzing on Kenneth Koch 

or a crotchety tree or birds 

shitting, how to stroll it, 

the city and how to suck on today 

like a bloody peach, too sweet 

turning the stomach just 

awry, but not enough to not 

go back again. Take me to the 

shore, where I last saw you, 

when you suddenly passed, 

at the center of all beauty 

writing these lines, imagine! 

squashed by a drunken beach buggy. 

you were draped in orange, 

it having since leaked 

into our tap. 



A Walk Across 
JVltcka-el Paul Klinger 

“It’s been really lovely today.” 

“John.” 

“Ah, the skv. Hardly one cloud, hardly one.” 

“Please, John!” 

“Every other day we’ve been here it’s been nasty, 

one dreary day after another, all week. And now, on 

the last day, the sun decides to come out. How the hell 

did we ever decide to come to this damn-depressing city 

anyway?” 

“You wanted to. You said you wanted to come 

and see it all again, the House of Parliament, the West 

End, Westminster Abbey. We were happy here before, 

you loved it. You do love it. Look, just look out over 

the water, you can see Big Ben, and the last rays of 

sunlight are hitting it, making it so beautiful.” 

“A week of lousy, rotten weather. What a waste.” 

A man and a woman walk slowly over the side¬ 

walk of the Blackfriars Bridge at sunset. He walks 

with his hands in his pockets and the slight breeze over 

the river blows gently his dusty brown hair. His gaze 

steadies on the horizon. A pink sky, touched by deep 

crimson near the sun. Small boats make their way 

below, cars drive by next to them on the bridge. South 

of the Thames there are no Underground stops, and one 

must walk the bridge in order to enter the main hustle 

and bustle of the ancient city. The Blackfriars at the 

north end of the bridge is one of the older pubs in Lon¬ 

don, and travelers have long been stopping there after 

crossing to grab a pint before completing their journey. 

The man stops halfway across the bridge and leans his 

arm on the concrete railing. 

“But at least we have this one evening.” 

“Yes, it’s awfully nice. Are you coming?” 

“I’m just going to finish watching this sunset.” 

“John, we’ve got reservations at The Ivy in 



twenty minutes.” 

“This is lovely.” 

“It’s a fucking sunset, dear, and there will be one 

every evening for the rest of your life.” 

“Hungry, are we?” 

“John.” 

“Wouldn’t want to miss another dinner at the Ivy, 

would we?” 

“If you don’t like it there we can go somewhere 

else.” 

“Why go anywhere else when we have reserva¬ 

tions at The Ivy?” 

“Okay. Fine. We’re going to The Ivy. Can we 

please go?” 

“Go on, I’ll catch up.” 

“Darling, please.” 

“No, go on ahead. You can order for me and I’ll 

be there before the hors d’oeuvres are on the table.” 

“John, I don’t want to go by myself, and I don’t 

want to order for you. If you really want we can stay 

and watch the sunset.” 

“No, really, go on ahead.” 

“John, I love you. I want to be with you.” 

“I’d rather you went on ahead.” 

“Don’t worry about me, I can manage another half 

an hour.” 

“I want to be alone.” He turns to her for a sec¬ 

ond, looks hard into her face, and then returns his eyes 

to the fading sun. 

“John, I’m sorry. I’m sorry this trip wasn’t what 

you wanted. But that’s okay, we don’t have to go back 

to the States. I know you don’t want to go back yet, I 

can tell. I’m your wife, I know you.” 

“I’m your husband. I don’t understand a 

goddamned thing about you.” 

“John, please, I know you’re not happy with me 

right now. Let’s go away, somewhere warm, somewhere 

happy. This probably wasn’t the best idea. You’re 



right, I don’t know why we picked here. We can go 

back to Spain. Oh yes, can we, please? Back to 

Barcelona, lay out on the beach, breakfasts in the Bar 

del Pi in Hotel Jardi, evenings at the Condes de 

Barcelona. We’ll swim in the Mediterranean and have 

no memory. Can we go, John? 

“No, I have no desire to go to Barcelona.” 

“Or maybe Egypt. Yes, Egypt. Haven’t you al¬ 

ways said you wanted to see the Pyramids? And I hear 

Cairo has such a peculiar nightlife. Yes, let’s go. Let’s 

leave tonight, get out of this stuffy old city and get on a 

plane to Egypt.” 

“I don’t want to go anywhere with you.” 

“All right, fine. Let’s just go home, then.” 

“I especially don’t want to go there with you.” 

“At least try to forgive me, John. I love you.” 

“Haven’t I forgiven enough? Haven’t I been kind 

in the past? I’ve been too kind.” 

“I am sorry, darling. Can’t you forget and I’ll be 

good, I promise.” 

“I know you will be.” 

“I do love you, more than anything.” 

“I know you do.” 

“John-” ' 

“This really is a perfect sunset.” 

“Please, listen to me.” 

“Look at that sky. It’s beautiful. It makes me so 

happy.” He smiles to himself. 

The woman lifts her head and, perhaps, for a 

second, notices the array of colors in the heavens above. 

But she turns and continues crossing the bridge. The 

man stands there, stands there long after night had 

fallen over the city, long after the woman sat alone at 

The Ivy drinking Chardonnay, long after he’d realized 

his marriage was finally over. 



Fountain 
Ana Viccjo 



Driftwood 
JCetUj Lynn ^^Auivcy 

I set you out with my skipping stones 

and paper boats 

watching you disturb the surface 

with your weight and your sharpness. 

I could see you pretending to be an ice-breaker— 

as you threw up your walls of water 

around you. 

And then you were gone. 

I pick between soda bottles, 

old beer cans, buoys, 

gathering the soft, salty wood, 

these many months later, 

for my fire 

when I spot you. 

And like the one red sock 

in with the whites, 

you foil my plans. 

Your very presence boils 

deep into your surroundings 

and scatters my plans 

like the waves 

first scattered you. 



The Source 
JViickeile hCalas 

I think the Medievals had it right, 

why the heart not the liver, 

or the bowels, 

poor dumb slug, 

unappreciated, unsung, unhallowed, 

what sort of love would grow from the tender bowels? 

They philosophized about the source of love, 

and they called it many things, 

the divine union, 

the alchemical wedding, 

the Great Work, 

that leads to all spiritual knowledge, 

the royal way. 

I get afraid when you touch me tenderly, 

relentlessly the way you do, 

because it opens a crack in the dense earth, 

tangles me in your roots, 

I can’t resist such power, 

it reminds me of the first time we did this, 

sitting on my bed, you catching up my hand, 

slowly stroking the palm with the pad of your thumb, 

rough and smelling like sap, 

from the pine you had just cut down. 

You told me that every swing of the axe, 

you thought of something about me, 

the rhythm of the motion repeating, 

drawing you deeper, 

stopping only when you hit rock embedded in tree, 

a chunk of pure quartz, 

an improbable vein of clarity in the dark trunk, 

a pulsing lump of beauty, 

it crept into the wood, 

to nestle in solitude, 



you polished it clear to give me, 

as a gift of your strength, 

the lucid form of shimmering rainbows, 

glowing from within the colorless rock. 

I want to tell you now, 

I want to admit it to myself, 

you worked the stone the way an alchemist does, 

did you know, 

your ritual created a powerful magic, 

the philosopher’s stone transformed us both, 

drawing out the pure fire, 

in the dark matter, 

when you reached for me, 

there was nothing to do but unite. 



Redwood 
Wei FeMcj 



Pallbearing 
ChLoe Estrera 

Brisk winds kissed the back of his neck 

exposed, his head bent as he knelt silent 

with three others, lifting a frail box 

smelling of incense and fresh-hewn cedar. 

A whiff overwhelmed and watered his eyes, 

further bathed in fog that rolled 

through the yard from the Sound. 

In mid-afternoon, even the dew seemed unreal. 

What he held did not feel like an 82-year-old man 

who often stood looming 

combing his grandson’s misparted hair 

and before he could start 

the wrinkled, bending figure swayed and smiled 

imparting secrets of life like bits of candy 

he missed, starving and standing numb 

sensing his new aftershave sting— 

at 21, he did not feel like a man. 

Brown-almost-black dirt and pulled-up grass 

gathered in a congregation of ground. 

Sharp shining metal whispered to leftover rains 

that colored the air graying like hair, parted 

by breezes that lifted a scent of old aftershave 

and arthritis creme. 

The coffin lost weight, empty like the hole, 

contained instead an aged young man’s soul. 



ECHO 
lienee Hammonds 

Let’s talk about the tests. 

Let’s talk about the missionaries who were here until 

4 am recruiting souls that belong to no one. 

Let’s talk about admiration for designer schools and the 

foreign doctor who gives me too much respect. 

All this and it’s never enough. 

The drama of a Tuesday afternoon: 

Fluctuating heartbeats and mercurial respiration 

Two hours in exchange for a lifetime of tender-hearted 

agony. 

What did they say? 

Told you not to get out of bed? 

Nothing commands. 

I sustain my displeasure hearing their tones. 

You go on and on like always, but this time it’s not 

endearing or comforting. 

It doesn’t make me smile. 

It SCARES me. 

What does religion have to do with the weather? 

I don’t understand. 

The television holds your attention more than I. 

I am many things, but American Movie Classics is not 

one of them. 

I am falling into sleep. 

Hmmm... my eyes widen at the warm sounds of jazz. 

I sit straight in this dream, nodding politely, but I dare 

not shake the hands of those who 

know more about organic chemistry than they do about 

these silences passing between us today. 



Yes, it’s Heparin. 

A blood thinner, I know. 

You said so yesterday. 

Of course I was listening. 

Why wouldn’t I be? 

It’s the one place where no one asks how you are. 

If you were fine you wouldn’t be here. 

Where are you, though? 

What’s the year? 

Let me shine this light in your eyes. 

Maybe you could shine it my way, too. 

It’s dark outside and my hazy candle glow won’t help 

me find anything. 



Influenza 
Andrew Snow 

I DON T ^ 
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YOU 
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Learning to Dance 
Katherine Hcujopicvn 

Late at night we come to understanding 

Sliding past the bedroom door 

on the sound of breath inwoven and banding 

beneath this quilt you are dancing 

Sliding past the bedroom door 

darkness made vivid against the swell of sheets 

beneath this quilt you are dancing 

arched backs pulsing like whales from the floor 

Darkness made vivid against the swell of sheets—or 

even a deeper necromancy—raised from the dead 

to arched backs pulsing like whales from the floor 

empty contrast of a still-made bed 

A deeper necromancy—raised from the dead 

your breathing something past translating 

empty contrast of a still-made bed 

and your depth, late at night, we come to understanding. 



I want 
A Leads 'Blanc 

the handscrawl on the wall 

to be legible 

so that I 

can read the inscriptions to you 

in odd half-created accents 

and make you laugh 

the old laugh. 

Instead, there is the dark groove 

of your backbone, straight and 

grave like a plumbline; there is 

the sharp cut 

of your jaw, silhouetted 

by the flickering streetlight 

just beyond the window, 

on. off. on. 

When you turn, 

the light is behind 

you and I 

cannot see your eyes 

across the dark room, only 

shadows where there are 

gaping chasms in whitened bone. 

Come one clutch closer. 

I want to swaddle you up 

so the world cannot get in— 

not even the sound 

of breathing that is harsh 

in the silence. 

I want to trace the bones 

of your shoulders 

until they meet at the 



But I will not: you 

would not have it. 

I would not have you 

have it. You will leave. 

And the streetlight will continue 

to slowly fizzle away. Only... 

I want to touch your face 

before you go 

so that years later I might 

unwittingly brush against 

some silken swatch 

in the middle of a bustling open-air market 

and know: that was the texture 

of her skin. 



Have You Ever Been To the Caribbean? 
JVLickael Qausc 

I take off work early again to come home and try to 

have sex with my wife. It’s been nearly a month since 

we’ve done that. We’re down to nearly nothing this time— 

me in my boxers and her in her bra and panties. The sun 

is coming in through the slits in the blinds and making 

patterns across her chest, which rises and falls steadily 

without change. 

Her eyes are shut tight and her hands are clammy. 

I’m sticking to the bed and breathing hard. 

“Honey,” I said, breathing in her ear the way she 

used to love. “Come on honey.” 

“Just do it, Tate,” she says. “It’s okay.” 

“Carla,” I murmur, sliding my hand between her 

legs. “Just open your eyes.” 

She doesn’t respond and keeps them shut. It feels 

like a desert down there. 

I sigh and roll off of her, feeling the mattress pok¬ 

ing out from under the sheets. 

“We could use something else,” she says. “Some 

Vaseline or KY.” 

“No,” I say, flopping over on my stomach. “We’ll try 

again later. Maybe tonight.” 

I feel her long legs chafe against mine, unshaved. 

Her blonde hair brushes my shoulder and feels like oil. 

It’s matted in thick clumps. She showers rarely these 

days. 

“I’m sorry,” she says. 

“Don’t be. It’s not your fault.” 

She leans over and picks up the glass of Maker’s on 

the nightstand beside the bed. “Maybe I just need more to 

drink.” 

“Maybe.” 

“Maybe if we went away. Maybe if we went to the 

Caribbean for a week on one of those cruises,” she says. 

“Carla. We have too many bills.” 



We’re quiet for a few minutes and I know what’s 

coming. 

“Was she always wet?” she asks. 

“No,” I said. “Yes. What do you want me to say?” 

“I just wanted to know. You know I never had this 

problem before.” 

I stare at the ceiling fan. There are shadows from 

the blades making circles above me. 

“It’s hot,” I say. “I’m turning up the air condition- 
_ yy 

mg. 

“I’m sorry,” she said again and closes her eyes. “I 

know I’m getting on your nerves.” She gets up and goes 

over to the window and looks out at something through 

the blinds. 

“Carla.” I go over to her and slip an arm around 

her waist so loose that it only brushes her skin and makes 

it pucker with bumps. “You’re not getting on my nerves.” 

She just keeps looking out the window and then 

turns to me and smiles. “I’m going to clean,” she says. 

“That’s the third time today.” 

“I know. But I need to do some more vacuuming.” 

She moves away and pulls on a long t-shirt. A few 

minutes later I hear the vacuum start up. It sounds like 

a train going through the house. 

Later it will be the dishes until her hands are raw 

and pink. Then dusting and probably the plants after 

that. 

I put on some pants and drink some more Maker’s. 

After a time I go to the living room and turn on the 

television. 

You see the situation. 

Half of the day, she devotes to cleaning. She wakes 

up when I go to work and I hear her fumbling with things 

in the kitchen. She dusts things that she dusted yester¬ 

day or five minutes ago. Says she likes the word vacuum 

and asks me whether it’s spelled with two u’s or just one. 



I want to believe it’s all an act. Like the time I got 

drunk after work and we fought and I broke some dishes. 

For a time after that, she quit showering. But that passed. 

I’ve apologized all I can. She says it’s okay. She 

says it’ll be better when we sleep together again. 

I offer her everyday to go live with her sister for a 

while. 

“I love you,” I say. “That hasn’t changed. You 

know that.” 

“I know,” she says. “And I want to stay here with 

you. This is my home.” 

I don’t know why I did it. It just happened the way 

these things do. We’ve been married three and a half 

years now. There were times that I thought maybe we 

rushed into the situation, but what can you do? Once 

you’ve tied that knot, there’s only one way out. 

I just wanted to know what it would be like. Carla 

was only the second woman I’d ever slept with. 

This other woman. She was a college student that 

gave me eyes every now and then at the bookstore I al¬ 

ways shopped in. One night we had some drinks and 

ended up at her place. 

After that we had this deal where we’d do it in 

different places, like offices or bathrooms in restaurants, 

stuff I’d never done with Carla. 

It ended when Carla found out. I came back on my 

knees begging her, and she forgave me. 

Now it’s all wait and see. It’s like we’re both wait¬ 

ing for something to happen. 
*** 

I get the call while Carla is watering the plants. 

She’s watered them so much lately that the leaves are 

turning this odd purple color and hanging. The dirt in 

them is a soggy mush. 

“You’re killing them,” I say. 

“They just need a little extra water.” She closes her 



eyes and hums. 

Then the call. 

“Tate,” a woman’s voice says. “Tate Fuller.” 

“Yes,” I say. “Who is this?” 

“You don’t remember me do you? It’s been two 

years.” She laughs. The voice is high and tinny, like it’s 

about to break. “It’s Lise Tredwell. From Louisville.” 

“I’m sorry,” I say. “But I think you have the wrong 

number. I don’t know anyone from Louisville.” 

There’s silence on the other end of the line. 

“Tate,” Carla says. “Who is that?” 

“Wrong number,” I say. 

Then the woman laughs again. “But your name is 

Tate Fuller? From Columbia?” 

“Yes,” I say. “But I don’t know anyone from Louis¬ 

ville.” 

She laughs again. “You see, it’s funny. I used to 

know a Tate Fuller from Columbia. But you’re not him.” 

“I’m sorry,” I say. “You want me to look in the 

phone book for another one?” 

“No,” she says. “You’re the only one.” Then she 

kind of giggles and hangs up. 

We try again that afternoon. This time, I take off 

all her clothes fast, like we did when we were dating and 

couldn’t wait to get into bed. I haven’t seen her naked in 

so long. It surprises me to see how dark her pubic hair is. 

I had almost forgotten that her hair is dyed blonde. 

“Just do it,” she says, with her face white and 

clenched. Her jaw juts out hard against my face. 

“No,” I say. I’m already going limp. “It’s not going 

to work. Let’s just go to sleep.” 

We drink more whiskey. 

Later she puts her head on my arm. She smells 

like ammonia from cleaning so much. “Why don’t we just 

go somewhere, Tate.” 

“We’ve been over that. Maybe this summer.” 

“Florida would even do. Just somewhere with more 



99 

sun. 

I sigh. 

“Did you take her anywhere?” 

“No,” I say and sip my drink. Then I get up and 

take off the rest of my clothes and go to shower. 

I find myself thinking of Louisville and what it’s 

like there. 

This woman Lise calls back the next day. 

“Hello,” she says. “It’s Lise again. It’s just so funny 

that I tried to reach Tate Fuller and you’re not even him.” 

“Yes,” I say. “It is funny isn’t it?” 

“Would you like to talk a little bit?” she asks with 

that high voice. “I mean, I don’t have anything to do right 

now.” 

“Sure,” I say and watch Carla. She’s wearing an 

apron, a bonnet, and yellow rubber gloves with the tacky 

grips on them. She looks in the sink at the soapy water 

but doesn’t do anything. Every now and then she looks 

over at me and gives me a half smile. Then she closes her 

eyes. 

“This other Tate Fuller I knew, he was a neat guy. 

I only met him a few times, but he struck me as really 

unique you know? Had his own business as an architect. 

But the timing was all wrong.” 

“Did he have a girlfriend?” I asked. 

“Yeah,” she says and giggles. “I just thought maybe 

he would be single now.” 

“Maybe,” I say. “Maybe not. Do you have a boy¬ 

friend?” 

“Yes,” she says, and it’s nearly a whisper. “But he’s 

a bear. If he finds me on the phone, he’ll have my hide.” 

She laughs so low that it sounds like radio static brushing 

my ear. 

“That’s a bad joke,” I say. 

The line is quiet for a few seconds. 

“Isn’t it fun to pretend sometimes?” she asks. “Like 



you’re someone else you know? Like me and you could 

have this whole conversation and not even be who we say 

we are.” 

I hear a crash in the kitchen. Carla has dropped a 

dish on the floor. It’s still soapy and there are suds every¬ 

where. She just stands over it looking at the broken 

pieces. Then I see her go for the dustpan. 

“I have to go,” I tell Lise. “Call back tomorrow.” 

I hang up and go to Carla. She looks at me and 

then starts scraping the pieces into the dustpan. 

“Carla,” I say. “Just leave it for now.” 

“Who was that on the phone?” 

“Wrong number,” I say. I don’t know why I lie. 

“Again,” she says, but it’s more of a comment than 

a question. 

“I’m sorry,” she says. “I know it’s not that girl. I 

won’t be jealous anymore.” 

“Carla, let’s go to bed. Don’t worry.” 

I put my arms around her. Her hair sticks to my 

fingers. We go upstairs but this time she doesn’t even 

take off her clothes. 

“You should shower,” I tell her. “How long has it 

been?” 

“I don’t know,” she says. “You don’t like me dirty, 

do you?” 

“I like you anyway,” I say softly. 

She puts her head into the nook of my arm. “Re¬ 

member when you always used to say that? When I asked 

you all the time if I looked too fat?” 

“Yeah,” I say. “Yeah, I do.” 

I fall asleep. I hear her breathing regular and even 

at my side. She’s curled up into a ball with her legs 

tucked under her arms. 

Lise calls again the next day. Carla is still in bed. 

“Hey,” she says. “How are you?” 

I’m watching the afternoon sitcom episodes. I’ve 

taken off early from work again. 



“Okay,” I say. “And you?” 

“Pretty good. So do you want to pretend some now?” 

Carla comes into the room. She stands at the edge 

of the kitchen with a bathtowel in her arms. Her shirt is 

untucked and her pants are unzipped, like she’s ready to 

take her clothes off but doesn’t quite know how. 

“Yeah,” I say and lean back in the chair. “What’s 

your name?” 

“Jane,” she says and giggles. “And I have no wor¬ 

ries in the whole world.” 

I hear noises in the back of the phone. A man’s 

voice. 

“Who is that?” I ask. 

“No one,” she says but the voice is getting louder. 

“You’re just hearing things.” 

Carla looks over at me. 

“I have to go soon,” Jane says. 

“Tate,” Carla says, “is it the wrong number again?” 

I close my eyes again. 

“I’m John,” I say into the phone. “Have you ever 

been to the Caribbean?” 



Dragon 
Nitsirk 



Photography 
Alii son Fciss 

The young pajama-clad father held his naked new¬ 

born baby out in front of him. His hands were gripped 

around her waist, fingers dimpling her stomach, thumbs 

supporting her lower back. They both faced the opposite 

wall, where a bathroom mirror hung next to the shower 

and over the sink. They had matching dark brown fluffy 

hair. The father smiled for the mirror like a young boy 

posing for a camera on Christmas, his lips back, teeth and 

gums showing. 

The babygirl was wide-eyed. She raised her right 

pointer finger toward their reflection, their mimicked 

motions and her doubled daddy. The fading light yellowed 

the tiles, the cabinet Formica, the floor and toilet seat 

rugs, and their skin. 

The babygirl’s mother rose from bed and shuffled to the 

kitchen to retrieve a new roll of 36 exposure color film 

from the refrigerator. Her slippers polished the wood-floored 

hallway as she walked there and then back. In her head, 

she created an image of permanent laughter, giggles that 

would be heard long after the camera clicked. 

Two years earlier, the mother, who was not yet a 

mother, accompanied the father, who was not yet her hus¬ 

band, to the Mount Sinai lab where he was completing his 

medical school chemistry requirements. He tried to mix 

laboratory chemicals according to proper laboratory proce¬ 

dure, but he was distracted; the woman who would later 

become his wife was gazing at him from different dis¬ 

tances and angles, camera in hand. She captured her prom¬ 

ising young man wearing a clean white robe, and a tradi¬ 

tional white collared work shirt and tie. His initials were 

sewn in script letters above the left pocket where his pens 

and pencils sat, where they couldn’t be misplaced. The 

words “Dr. Gary Miller” looked dark gray in the photo¬ 

graphs the mother later developed, but her black and white 

film was only picking up degrees of shade; they were prob- 



ably red. 

Later that week, the mother enlarged and framed a 

view of the father from the chest up. His head was turned 

toward her and he looked straight into the lens. His gray 

eyes (which would have been pale blue in color) pierced 

past the inanimate glass. He wasn’t engaged with the 

camera, but with the woman whose vision was behind the 

lens and filters. He had a mustache, and his freckles were 

small gray spots sprinkled over his features. His long sev¬ 

enties hairstyle sheened in the fluorescent laboratory even 

with colorless film. And it bordered between his face and 

everything that was behind, gradually fading out of focus. 

The summer before that, the mother—her name is 

Jean—volunteered at a nearby home for the mentally re¬ 

tarded, She built a special friendship with one woman 

named Martha who was about her own age. They spent 

Saturdays together in the local park. Jean showed Martha 

how to tie her Nikes. She also spent weeks teaching her 

how to use the bathroom on her own. One day, Jean pre¬ 

pared a picnic lunch. She was also sure to remember her 

camera. When Jean brought the black mechanism to her 

face, Martha reached out to touch it. She followed Jean’s 

example and clasped her hand around the lens to turn it. 

She pressed the buttons and when she touched the shutter 

release, she captured an image of herself. When Martha 

heard the click, she pulled at the camera. Even though 

Jean was still wearing the neckstrap, she looked through 

the viewfinder to see what Jean could see. 

When the photo was developed, her depiction wasn’t 

clear. The black and white film revealed shadows that 

resembled Martha’s curly hair, her pale, make-up-less face 

half-blocked by her arm reaching for the camera. The 

image was diagonal in the rectangular frame so that the 

edge of the 3X5 print was parallel to Martha’s smoky- 

colored long-sleeve shirt. The upper right-hand corner was 

a bright white, the colorless version of the sun’s glare. 

Just one month after the mother’s babygirl— 



Danielle—turned three, she had her second child. This 

time it was a boy; new material. The mother purchased a 

gift for Danielle, a royal blue dinosaur, and told her it was 

from her babybrother. Danielle named the doll Diny. One 

night, after Jean had turned the light out in the room her 

two children shared, she went into the kitchen, cleared 

the table and scrubbed the dinner dishes. She shut off the 

evening news, and walked down the hall. When she passed 

her children’s door, enough hallway light illuminated it 

for the mother to see that Danielle had slipped out of bed. 

The mother leaned on the door so it opened slightly fur¬ 

ther, and found Danielle, dressed in pink wool pajamas 

with feet, standing beside her brother’s crib. She pressed 

her arms and face between the crib’s bars and held Diny 

above the sleeping baby. With a gentle motion, Danielle 

brushed the doll’s smooth blue fur against her brother’s 

pudgy arm. Jean thought of the dining room table where 

her camera rested, but when she started to move, Danielle 

was already drawing Diny out of the crib. There probably 

wouldn’t have been sufficient lighting to make an accu¬ 

rate picture anyway. Flash would stir the baby or frighten 

Danielle. The mother proceeded down the hall, her slip¬ 

pers not making a noise above the dishwasher rumble. 

Jean switched off her bedroom light and moseyed 

into bed, feeling out the floor with her toes before putting 

each foot down. Her husband wasn’t home from the hospi¬ 

tal yet. As she shut her eyes and her head fell to her 

pillow, she envisioned her daughter pushing her covers 

aside, stepping out of bed one leg at a time, and her son’s 

smooth alternating breaths, his stomach rising and fall¬ 

ing. She imagined her daughter frozen in place as she 

tiptoed away from her bed in her brother’s direction. She 

pictured the way Danielle might look if the view were 

behind the baby’s crib, and she was moving toward both 

the camera and the baby. What if the crib’s bars framed 

and divided the print? How would the children appear 

from above? And how would they appear from below? How 



would the print be affected if the entire image—or only 

the children—were in focus? She reached up to the lamp 

on her nightstand and turned it on. She hopped out of bed 

to take a binder of her college slide sleeves from her book¬ 

case and thumbed through it. Because it was late, she 

didn’t take out her slide projector, but she found her glass 

loupe that magnified the slides when she held them up to 

the light. The loupe was supposed to be used at a light 

table, but Jean hadn’t taken hers out in years. 

Jean came upon a section she had labeled “October 

’75." She slid the small cardboard mounted squares out of 

their slots and piled them up, as she tried to recall where 

or who she had been at that time. The first slide she 

looked at was an apple that filled most of the slide’s rect¬ 

angular dimensions. The second was a leaf, almost ready 

to fall from a branch. It too filled the frame. Before Jean 

realized why she had taken photos of individual inani¬ 

mate objects, she noticed that both the photos were char- 

60 coal grays. She had taken photos of the deepest natural 

' reds with black and white film. And that’s when she re¬ 

membered her photography professor’s assignment to rep¬ 

resent New England’s autumn in black and white. The 

leaves had started to change colors, and students had picked 

pumpkins for their dorm steps. Amherst was an array of 

the hues and tones that fall between the traditional 

rainbow’s red and green. A box of Crayola crayons couldn’t 

name the rich variations Jean saw each time she day¬ 

dreamed out the window or went outside. The summer 

greens had paled to pastel yellow; like a banana begin¬ 

ning to ripen, only traces of lime remained. Other leaves 

were fiery oranges and burnt reds, like the fruits associ¬ 

ated with autumn. But the assignment was to, somehow, 

do justice to these colors with a slate of gray. 

Jean set out as the professor had instructed. She 

loaded her colorless film and carried her camera with the 

neckstrap over her shoulder. Before she lifted her camera 

to her eye, to see her surroundings through her 50mm 



lens, Jean observed. Students were dressed in pants, long- 

sleeve shirts and sometimes light jackets. They had lost 

their summer tans, but the sun’s shine highlighted a 

healthy glow. They went about their days as they always 

had, but their movements were more restrained, more stiff. 

As the heat simmered, so did summer’s freedom, agility 

and ease. Jean could envision fall without color film. 

She sat down on a campus bench near the main 

quad, and brought the viewfinder eyepiece to her right 

eye. She turned the lens control ring, first focusing on a 

crack in the cement walkway, and then focusing on a rock 

just a few feet away. As a familiar couple advanced to¬ 

ward her, Jean raised her head and the camera in their 

direction. The girl wrapped her arm around her boyfriend’s 

waist, tugging at his sweater on the opposite side. He 

responded by immediately enveloping her within his broad 

woolen upper body. The couple moved in sync as they 

approached Jean smiling. They were a perfect posed pic¬ 

ture; but they weren’t portraying anything about seasons, 

or fall. Attempting not to offend the students, Jean pressed 

the shutter release, with no intention of ever looking at 

the photo itself. Jean kept the camera at her face, and a 

few minutes later, a stocky male student jogged by wear¬ 

ing his purple Amherst sweatpants and a white t-shirt. As 

Jean pushed the shutter release with her right pointer 

finger, the boy criss-crossed his arms in front of his face. 

Jean sighed, rested her camera on her knee and 

looked at the glass lens. When she saw students playing 

in the distance, kicking and throwing leaves in the air, 

she adjusted her lens to 70mm and tried to catch their 

action with a slow shutter speed. She hoped to blur their 

motions, but keep the setting in focus, and clicked the 

shutter about fifteen times. Then she attached the lens 

cover, put her camera back on her shoulder and left. 

Jean figured that everyone would stroll into class 

that Tuesday with photos of students leaf tossing. Be¬ 

sides, she knew that it would be difficult to discern what 



was being shown in pictures from far distances. On her 

way home, she spotted a lemon yellow leaf attached to a 

brown branch by a short dark stem. Many pale leaves 

were scattered at the tree’s base, and others were floating 

in the breeze like feathers. The only reason they didn’t 

take flight was their tiny connections to strong mahogany 

branches. Jean was struck by the contrast between the 

light leaves and the sturdy pillars. She pinched the side 

of her lens cover, removed it and turned the lens back to 

its regular 50mm setting. She nuzzled up to the tree, 

leaned on the trunk, up tight with the blowing leaf. At 

first she focused on the shiny, waxen top. But when the 

wind flopped the leaf over, Jean used the lens to portray 

the matte, dusty underside. 

Jean finished taking 36 exposures, and she waited 

for the camera to automatically rewind. She popped the 

film out of her camera and rushed to the photo lab to 

develop the negatives in the campus dark room. The next 

morning the negatives were dry and Jean mounted them. 

She loaded a slide reel and projected each image on the 

classroom screen. She took her time, noting the transfor¬ 

mation from vivid colors to stark shades. While she had 

speculated that the muted yellows would work in opposi¬ 

tion to the stems and branches, Jean couldn’t have pre¬ 

dicted how the light would react with pigment gradations. 

Jean was raising the same shades to her bedside 

lamp when her husband unlocked the main entrance door 

and came inside their apartment. His hard work shoes 

clapped the wood floor with each step he took, even though 

he was trying not to be loud. He sat down on a kitchen 

chair to peel off shoes and then hung his wet trench coat 

in the main closet. He poured himself a scotch at their 

improvised bar and traipsed down the hallway, sneaking 

a peak at his children as he passed their room, their door 

barely ajar. 

Gary pushed the door aside as he drifted into his 

bedroom and over to Jean’s side of the bed. He leaned 



down to kiss her lips, but bumped into her hand held up to 

the light. With his cheek, he nudged her hand aside, and 

kissed his way from her pinky to her hand and wrist, 

forearm and elbow. His hands were planted to the bed, 

straddling her shoulders, when his dry lips reached her 

mouth, and he asked, “Which slides are these?” Gary ad¬ 

justed so that he sat beside Jean on the bed’s edge, filling 

the space as she slid a few inches to the right. 

“The ones from sophomore year of college, when I 

took that photography class with Professor Wiley.” She 

handed him a slide of the yellow leaves that weren’t yel¬ 

low in the picture. 

Gary held the slide to the light, and then placed it 

on one of Jean’s piles on her nightstand. “How come you’ve 

been looking at all these old pictures lately? 

Jean shrugged. “I dunno.but Gary, I’ve been think¬ 

ing, have you ever heard of babies that are born with just 

black and white vision? Like a camera loaded with black 

and white film, colors don’t make an impression, only de¬ 

grees of shade do.” 

Gary’s eyebrows furrowed and his forehead wrinkled. 

“I don’t think I’ve seen anything like that. I guess it would 

be some sort of defect on the rods and cones of the retina. 

It doesn’t really seem all that unlikely.you don’t think 

something’s the matter with Jacob, do you?” 

“No, no, nothing’s wrong with Jacob. This has noth¬ 

ing to do with Jacob.” Gary loosened his tie, and undid its 

knot. He started unbuttoning his shirt at the top, and rose 

up from the bed to hang his tie in the walk-in closet they 

shared. “I was just thinking about Wiley’s assignment, to 

depict vibrant colors with grays, and how difficult it was 

to envision colorful things without color—to see a leaf as 

it wouldn’t ever appear in nature.” 

“Good question. I bet an ophthalmologist at the hos¬ 

pital will know.” Gary finished getting undressed and put 

on his baby-blue light-weight pajamas. He brushed his 

teeth in their bathroom’s sallow light, and got into the 



right side of the bed. Jean turned onto her side, resting 

her head on her left arm. She watched Gary, his head 

propped up on two pillows as he reached toward the lamp 

table on his left side without looking. His hand bumped 

into his night table and then knocked off a box of tissues. 

Jean considered the different perspectives from which she 

could depict this ordinary nighttime activity. She imag¬ 

ined sitting on the floor in front of their bed, her eyes 

level with the bedspread. Gary’s feet would appear largest 

and foremost, and they would frame the picture. To pro¬ 

vide context, the bedspread would line the bottom of the 

photo. Jean would create a wide depth of field, focusing on 

Gary’s face and upper body at the other side of the bed. 

His contours and flaws would be accentuated from this 

perspective. 

Gary asked, “Have you seen my New England Jour¬ 

nal of Medicine? I could’ve sworn I left it here last night.” 

“Nope, haven’t seen it. Could you have brought it to 

the hospital with you today?” 

“I don’t think so.” 

Jean pulled herself up to get out of bed and Gary 

put his hand on her upper arm. 

“Just forget it. I should get to sleep anyway.” He 

rolled over into a fetal position on his left, and away from 

Jean. “Love you, g’night.” 

Jean didn’t respond. She lay on her back, took a 

new slide from her pile and held it up to the light, magni¬ 

fying it with her loupe. “Gary, you still up?” 

“Course, what is it?’ 

“Ya know what? This might come as no surprise, 

but I’ve never seen photographs of people getting ready 

for bed. I mean, think of what great material it would be: 

people at intimate times, doing things that their friends, 

and relatives, rarely ever see. A photographer could try to 

shoot people naturally, as they really are. Or a photogra¬ 

pher could manipulate the subject to emphasize specific 

themes in the American—” 



“I don’t know honey.” Gary squished around, pull¬ 

ing the covers up to his ears, and sighed. “I’m gonna go to 

sleep now. Will you turn off your light? Tell me in the 

morning why you’ve been talking about photography and 

old pictures so much lately.” 

Jean put the slide back on the pile and turned off 

her lamp, already on her right side and away from her 

husband. She pulled herself even further away so that she 

could stick one leg outside the covers. Jean pictured her¬ 

self entering bedrooms at all hours of the night, photo¬ 

graphing adults in their pajamas, children sucking their 

thumbs. She considered lovers entwined, siblings reading 

side-by-side, and friends having sleepovers. So many sub¬ 

jects. Before she fell asleep, Jean remembered a black and 

white Polaroid print her mother had taken when she was 

about five years old. Jean thought she could recall the day 

the picture was taken, unless she had just seen the pic¬ 

ture so many times that she had invented a story for it 

and now convinced herself of its reality. 

Jean lay next to her older sister, Susan, in their 

parents’ king-size bed. Though there was enough space for 

three more children their size, they were right next to 

each other, in the middle of the bed, sharing a pillow. 

They had woken up early that morning, to the smell of 

their mother cooking poached eggs and bacon, and raced 

each other to their father’s side, toppling onto his torso, 

and snuggling up to him on each side. When their mother 

called everyone into breakfast, their father dragged him¬ 

self out of bed. Their arms and legs clung and then fell 

from him like inchworms when they can’t grasp hold of a 

blade of grass. They continued to stick to the bed even 

when their father finished brushing his teeth and went 

into the kitchen, and their mother called them a second 

time. The two girls covered themselves with their parents’ 

navy blue blanket and tried to lie flat and breathe evenly, 

to make it look as if they weren’t even there. When their 

mother called them a third time, she walked into the bed- 



room wearing her apron and holding a spatula and her 

Polaroid camera. She looked around the room, in the closet 

and under the bed, and then pretended to leave by taking 

lighter and lighter steps in the hallway. She was really 

just moving in place, heading no where. After 30 seconds 

had passed, Jean and her sister poked their heads outside 

the covers, and their mother was as quick as flash; she 

caught them unveiling their trick. 

Jean got out of bed, and rummaged through some 

shoe boxes on the shelf in her closet. A large red one that 

must have been sold with a pair of boots was filled with 

old pictures and a small juvenile album Jean had put 

together as a little girl. The first photo was the Polaroid 

her mother had taken. It was encased in a clear plastic 

sheet, and opposite the dainty script sentences, “Don't let 

time pass you by, Hold onto the memories.” Jean thumbed 

through the rest of the album. When it came to an abrupt 

stop, midway through, she thought about adding other 

66 photos that had haphazardly been thrown into the red 

' box. She looked for photos from the same time, and tried 

to arrange them in an aesthetic sequence. But the more 

photos she collected and the more she changed their order, 

the more she recognized that she was imposing meaning. 

The real significance lay in their childlike arrangements; 

she had put them together when she was the same age as 

the girl in the photos. 

It wasn’t until 3:00 that morning that Jean finally 

got back into bed beside her husband. So when her hus¬ 

band arose at 6:15, with less than an hour to make it to 

his morning rounds, he stumbled into their closet without 

noticing the photographs strewn over the floor, some in 

piles or neat rows. He showered and dressed, all in a 

morning ritual rush. Though he was careful, Jean was 

jostled awake when Gary sat on their bed to tie his shoe¬ 

laces. She moved the covers aside and rolled out of bed. 

She splashed cold water on her face and squinted at her 

reflection. She wrapped herself in a terry cloth robe, se- 



cured the belt around her waist and placed each foot in a 

slipper. By the time Gary was ready to go, Jean stood 

behind the stove. She held a frying pan in one hand and a 

spatula in the other. Gary shifted to the refrigerator, with¬ 

drew the Tropicana and only stopped to gulp the juice 

from its container. He pulled his trench coat from the 

closet, rushed to give Jean a peck on the cheek, and left 

the apartment without saying a word. 
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At sea 
Ana Vi&ao 
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Passover 
Katherine Uacyopian 

Sometimes I think of the families who didn’t believe, 

who considered the lamb too valuable to sacrifice, 

who had a child ill, and didn’t hear the news or 

perhaps even trusted in Ra or Isis to deliver them. 

Sometimes I wonder what price we pay 

for our neglect 

for those histories we omit as easily 

as the angel 

passed us over. 



The Frescoes Are Laughing 
Joann Kiel nneiiir 

I. 

Hurry up. We are going to the quarry. 

Early morning is the time to 

look for imperfections 

in the flesh of a marble block. 

You can see the gray veins in the glow. 

Michelangelo is coming with a lathe 

from his alabaster house of light. 

His hands are bathed in linseed oil. 

He brings a plate of color and a cup of acetone. 

He will convert you to a Renaissance woman. 

This is our litany: 

The marble block is a frenzy of energy, 

there is a form inside and another deeper. 

Release me into pure motion for I am dizzy 

with love. Alleluia.” 

II. 

We walk toward the city. 

The countryside smells of 

lemon trees in tubs and eucalyptus. 

Pleasure and loneliness inhale the day, 

one beginning in the other as things 

tip into the self and the hours slip away. 



The city is busy 

with the scent of leather, 

and construction. 

We do penance by the Arno: 

“Look at the Ponte Vecchio 

half in shadow, our abattoir. 

Blood drains into the river 

and washes away into the vineyards 

in the valley.” 

Have you ever seen a priest 

lap up consecrated wine 

that dripped? Horrible.” 

A man comes. 

“Take the girl to the crypt. 

Take her to Botticelli and 

GhirlandaioGhibertiBruneleschi. 

Teach her to construct a dome 

and cover it with frescoes. 

Geometry. She must have the proof 

and the derivative 

pleasure of precision. 

Take her.” 



walking out words 
Alexis ~Biane 

i. 

‘tell me about yourself,’ his simple 

request, i thought of words like tall 

and short; weak and strong; hard; 

callow; fragile; grey, and of walking 

of how i walk 

and the glyph of stride between bearings, 

i walked him the words. 

ii. 

the angle ground and 

shoulders form is the place for 

the heart, unlighted. 

iii. 

do you think, as a small child, he 

measured his stride 

to match the other children? 

boys are cruel at that age, after all, 

to anyone who is different—and he was 

quite different, even if he did not yet 

know, if they did not 

yet realize, knowing he was a pacifist 

who never made a mistake, 

did they come after him in the dusty yard 

with fists and shouts where later 

there would be thorns 

and nails—and an eclipse of sky? 

did he turn the other cheek 

and limp away home, ragged, 

torn? 



now I see death 
Courtney Queen ey 

I. 
in my dream a bell is tolling, tolling, it 

stops starts 

stops. I wish 

I could have a different dream, 

my head hurts, it feels 

a phone ringing, ringing. 

I try to open my eyes 

(the light of the room translates: pain, 

pain. 

I think, sleep.) 

ringing: (I think) I answer, 

I dream 

I do. my father is on the phone, 

he is next to my bed 

holding my chin in his hands 

I feel a fall, 

a black. 

I wish the phone would silence. 

I wish, sleep. 

II. 

I am stung awake, lights 

overhead long and white, my body 

gone 

or asleep, left in a dream 

I look to find it. who is this 

woman at the end of the bed, her 

face waxed full with worry? why doesn’t 

she stop the sting? 



the only parts I know 

are the ones that hurt: neck, head. 

the arms, attacked by insects, there is skin 

over the parts and the pain, because there is 

cold in the skin, shivering and shaking 

the bones 

(a dried gourd, 

loose seeds) I try to curl up but long lines 

hold me flat, like rope. I am a chattering 

skull, 

my world is two rows of teeth 

clashing, each crack a smack of pain 

III. 

needles have bitten their way 

deep into my veins, they inject me with ice. 

it travels up, up through my arm 

a raging winter river. I am neatly 

strung, by my arms, a puppet, men 

in long white coats cluster around 

my bed (a swarm) they have questions 

and the authority of god. they ask 

me for things I do not have—a name, 

a place, there is a voice crying, it is 

a girl’s voice, who is that? I ask. 

(this is part of the game: I am supposed 

to guess) they hold the clues hidden in 

their pockets, the moon¬ 

faced woman at the end of the bed 

crumples. I understand, she is afraid 

of me. 

they are measuring, piercing, 

prodding—my terrible bones, the 

rotten blood, the bees in my brain 

(they think I’m insane) 



they leave me, strung on the rack, 

on my back, between awake and asleep 

waiting for the crucifixion to be made complete. 

IV. 

the insects in my head are trapped-mad 

they die in my mouth trying escape 

and I spit them, half-chewed 

onto the sheets. 

(no one will touch them) 

my mouth is dry as cloth, a 

stubborn shrunken fist, these words hurt. 

V. 

I wake, arranged 

within the lines of my body, on my side 

so that I may be reborn, curled 

neat as a shrimp, there is a breeze 

at my back, naked skin awaiting 

the violation of metal, the pain 

comes with bright light, with heat. 

before this, I did not know pain. I did not know 

heat. 

my back is sawed in half, it is 

opened up, entirely. I feel myself 

draining out, there is a hollowness 

widening until I am the hollow. 

there must have been an operation, an amputation 

of some hidden, secret limb, (this much, 

is all I understand) 

he holds it up— 

a vial to the light. I am almost opaque in it. 

I have miscarried a cloudy sky. disease 

is blurred and murky in my spine. I am allowed 



on my back again; I press on the spot, I blot 

and bow my body, arc to force skin against cotton, to 

make 

the loss stop. 

now I see death, 

a word 

hanging in the air about my bed. 

all night 

I make the weight of my body a bandage, 

to clot the wound, in the morning, when 

they change the linens, stains of me are carried away. 

I feel myself fading (a watercolor 

left too long in the sun) this must be 

what rape is like, my body weeps liquid 

out of its hole, I leak for weeks. 



Apoptosis 
Andrew Snow 

THEPE IS A Tine TO STOP 

ASSESS DAMAGE 

IMPLEMENT the program 

TO END 



Viral nights 
Andrew Snow 

In the middle of the night, warm milk 

and interferon to lighten the load, 

or maybe the eleventh pill of the evening, 

swallowed down a swollen throat. 

In sleep, only murky recognition through 

the carbohydrate fog, 

the cytokine storm. 

Rapid dreams assemble into icosahedrons, 

the constant chatter of replication- 

you are the hostage of endemic terrorists, 

this is a war of billions burst and born until 

latent silence chosen as 

a temporary blessing. 

These strange cousins of mimicry, 

simplex, retro 

cytomegalo. 

infection is the paralyzing fear of a parasite shrewd and 

unrecognized, 

disease the manifestation of anger 

railed against the unseen. 

Awaking in the sweat of sunlight, slim 

and more simplified every morning, 

this blood-borne influence omnipotent and 

losing your time. 


















